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PREFACE 


This book has had a long liistory. I began to collect materials 
for it as far back as 1931, and, a year or two later, had a draft on 
paper. By that time, howe> er, several Bronte scholars were at 
work — Mr. Wise and Mr. l ymington in this country, and Mr. 
Hatfield and Miss Ratchforc in the United States, for instance — 
and I decided to await the publication of their works lefore 
proceeding with my own. There were also at that time some 
existing Bronte manuscript that I had not been able to trace, 
and I did not wish to publ Ji my book until I had seen all of 
them or had had them exan ined. 

Eventually, I finished the J mal draft in 1940, and the typescript 
was sent to the United State's for safe keeping during the war. 
When it was returned, after t he war, the book no longer satisfied 
me as it stood. My wife and I therefore decided to rewrite it — 
and it is this version that is now published. 

The original plan of the book, and the main idea behind it, 
remain. Its purpose is, first, to provide a full and accurate one- 
volume life of the Brontes, using all existing material. Beyond 
this, the aim of the book is to study in detail the effect of the 
Brontes on each other. 

It seems to me that there has been in the past a tendency — • 
understandable, certainly, but susceptible to error — to give 
undue prominence to one or more of the Bronte children at the 
expense of the others; and at the expense, also, of the truth 
about this family so far as it can now be known. 

Thus wc have had Lives in plenty of Charlotte; many of 
Emily; some of Charlotte and Emily together; a few of the 
three sisters; and one or two of Branwell; but none deahng fully 
with all four Brontes. It can be said that every Bronte biography 
necessarily mentions all the children. None could, of course, be 
omitted; but the fact is that, in biographies of Charlotte, the por- 
trait of Emily is often subordinated to the central figure, while 
those of Anne and Branwell are frequently mere sketches. Like- 
wise in biographies of Emily. This leads inevitably to a distor- 
tion of truth. Such treatment, however natural it may seem, is 
unnecessary, and defeats its own ends. In anv considered study 
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of the Brontes, the predominance of the two greater figures will 
assert itself; but this in no way detracts from the part played in 
their lives by the two lesser figures; nor are these lesser figures 
without intrinsic interest in themselves. But the fact that Anne 
and Branwefl here receive what may be described (with a pos- 
sible exception in the case of Branwell) as their first full-length 
study, matters less than the fact that an attempt has now been 
made to consider and appraise their true contribution to the lives 
and works of the two major figures. For this reason, I am glad 
that this book is likely to appear in the centenary year of the 
death of Anne. 

The four Brontes lived the greater part of their lives in a 
seclusion that is particularly difficult to imagine to-day. They 
were doubly secluded. They lived in a remote village, to which 
the coming of a stranger was an event; to which the news of the 
outside world had a fabulous, unreal quality, as if from another 
planet. They lived among people whose violence of thought, 
language, feeling, and action was intensified by hard living, 
by a hard, sombre country setting, and, above all, by the pro- 
pinquity none could escape. Yet, though they absorbed this 
atmosphere, and were profoundly affected by it, the four 
Brontes were secluded even from the restricted life of the 
village. They did not mix with the village people. They lived 
in a small house in which, at most, they had the use of one 
living room, the kitchen, and two bedrooms. All these rooms 
were small, and, in winter, so cold that the children were con- 
fined to the two downstairs rooms. The weather was so hard 
that for days at a time they could not leave the house; and when 
they did leave it, they left it together. Under such conditions 
they could not have withdrawn from each other’s company, 
even had they wished. In fact, they did not wish it. They lived 
together, day after day, month after month, year after year, 
without a break, secluded within, secluded without, rarely 
parted, rarely interrupted, virtually uncontrolled. Scarcely a 
movement of one could escape the eyes of the other three. 
Scarcely a word could be said that was not heard by all. Scarcely 
a thought could pass through the mind of one that was not 
known to the others. They were as near one person as could 
well be imagined. 

And yet they were not one person, but four very different 
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people. And that is why in the present book — as its title suggests 
— each Bronte is given full consideration; is given, in fact, the 
kind of attention that each one was given by the other three. And 
although the actual space devoted to one necessarily exceeds that 
given to another, I have tried to indicate with greater precision 
than hitherto the interplay of character and action between the 
four Brontes, since the influence of one upon another was always 
profound and often decisive 

This, then, beyond the coi rection of detail now made possible 
by reference to the manuscn,)ts, is the main object of the present 
study. And I hope that it su 'ceeds in some measure in defining 
and clarifying the nature ar d scope of these influences, and so 
in making known a little m )re about all four Brontes. 

I am indebted to the woi k of the editors of the Shakespeare 
Head Bronte; and in particul ir to the late Thomas James Wise, 
who allowed me to spend much time in his Ashley Library, 
and gave me freedom to e camine and use his Bronte manu- 
scripts. I must also acknowledge the similar kindness and 
generosity of the late Mr. Henry H. Bonnell, Mr. C. W. Hat- 
field, and Sir Alfred Law. I much appreciate the willing help 
given to me, or to those who worked for me when I was en- 
gaged in war duties, by the Municipal Authorities and Librarians 
at Bradford, Keighley, and Halifax, and in the University of 
Leeds, in this country; and by the Librarians of Harvard Uni- 
versity Library and the Henry E. Huntington Library in the 
United States. 

To Mrs. Henry H. Bonnell I wish to express my great appre- 
ciation of her kind interest in my work, and of her pernnssion 
to examine manuscripts of Emily’s poems, and drawings by the 
Brontes, and to print or reproduce them m this volume. My 
thanks are also due to the President and Chairman of The 
Bronte Society for their kindness in giving me facilities to 
examine the Bonnell Collection and other manuscripts at 
Haworth, and for their permission to print and reproduce them 
here; and to Mr. W. T. Oliver, Mrs. A. Weir and Mr. H. G. 
Mitchell for their help in this connexion. 

I am most grateful to Mrs. Doris Long and Messrs. Hodder & 
Stoughton Ltd., for permission to quote from Mr. Clement K. 
Shorter’s The Brontes: Life and Letters: and The Complete Works 
of Emily Bronte: Volume One — Poems; and I should like to take 
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THEIR BEGINNINGS 

Marria^/ of Patrick Bronte and Maria iranwell. Birth oj the Bronte children. Move 
to Haworth The Parsonage. 

Early in 1812 Maria BranvelE came up from her home in 
Penzance to stay with her com in Jane Fennell near Leeds, ^ wliere 
Jane’s father, John Fennell,^ was Governor of Woodh msc 
Grove Wesleyan Academy, icrc Maria met and became en- 
gaged to Patrick Bronte,^ then curate of Hartshead lear 
Dewsbury. On 29 Decembe • they were married in Guiseley 
Church® by William Morgan, formerly fellow curate with 
Bronte at Wellington, Shropstoe. It was a double wedding, for 
Bronte on the same day married Morgan to Jane Fennell. 

Patrick Bronte, who was thirty-five, had then been curate of 
Hartshead for rather more than a year — his fourth curacy since 
he took orders at Cambridge m 1806.® He was a self-made man, 
the only one of a large Irish family to achieve any notable 
measure of advancement. Even in the name by which he was 
finally known can be seen something of his determination to rise 
above humble birth. His family name was commonly known 
as Brunty (a probable corruption of the original O’Prunty); but 
he adopted the name of Bronte soon after Nelson, for whom 
he had a great admiration, was made Duke of Bronte in 1799.’' 

Patrick Bronte was a handsome, high-spirited man, a great 
raconteur, and something of a ladies’ man,^ but narrow-minded 
and egotistical. 

Maria, six years his junior, was quiet, serious, gentle, and pious. 
It seems probable that, of the two, her affection, though less 
demonstrative, was deeper and more unselfish. She and her hus- 
band enjoyed writing, and showed a certain aptitude for it. 
Patrick Bronte published a few volumes of religious verses and 
prose — all undistinguished.® His wife’s letters and an unpub- 
lished religious article show that, although conventional in 
thought, she was able to express herself clearly.^® 

After their marriage in 1812 the Brontes settled in a house at 
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the top of Clough Lane, Hightown. There Maria was born, late 
in 1813 or early the next year, and Ehzabeth, in February of 
1815,“ but before Ehzabeth was christened, her father had ar- 
ranged an exchange with Thomas Atkinson, incumbent of the 
perpetual curacy of Thornton. To this place, only four miles 
from the Morgans, now at the vicarage of Christ Church, Brad- 
ford, the Brontes moved on 19 May 1815.^^ Thornton, in com- 
mon with much of the surrounding manufacturing district, was 
a stronghold of the nonconformists, and Patrick Bronte’s church 
— the Old Bell Chapel — had fierce but friendly competition 
from the Independents. In this church, in August, Elizabeth was 
christened after her godmothers — her aunt, Elizabeth Branwell, 
who had come from Penzance to help the family move and had 
stayed on, and Elizabeth Firth. 

Elizabeth Firth and her father of Kipping House, both staunch 
church people, were the first friends the Brontes made in Thorn- 
ton. Elizabeth Firth stood as godmother, not only to Elizabeth, 
but to two other little Brontes also. Visits between the two 
households became regular and prolonged. When Miss Bran- 
well left her sister for Penzance, fourteen months after the arrival 
of the Brontes in Thornton, there was a sad leave-taking at 
Kipping House, and when Mrs. Bronte was brought to bed, her 
children spent the time at Kipping House until she was dehvered. 

Maria bore several children in the cottage in Market Street 
^known as the parsonage. A third daughter, Charlotte, was born 
on 21 April 1816; three more children followed in quick succes- 
sion — Patrick Branwell, the only son, on 26 June 1817; Emily 
Jane on 30 July of the next year; and Amic on 17 January 1820.^^ 

Mrs. Bronte, never strong, was now an invaUd. A further 
move was decided upon — to the higher and healthier town of 
Haworth, between Bradford and Keighley. Mr. Bronte ob- 
tained his licence with some difficulty a few weeks after Anne’s 
birth, and walked over the moors from Thornton to Haworth 
every Sunday until he was able to take his family to Haworth 
parsonage two months later. 

One day in April seven carts left Thornton for Haworth, 
loaded with the Brontes’ furniture^’ and probably with the 
Brontes themselves.^® When the little convoy had climbed as 
far as Cullingworth Moor, Mrs. Bronte and her children were 
able for the first time to see Haworth.^® Below them, from left 
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to right, ran the trough of a deep valley. Keighley, at the mouth 
of this valley, to the right, and Oxenhope, at its head, to the 
left, were out of sight, although the smoke from the factory 
chimneys of Keighley darkened the distant air. Opposite to the 
travelling party and forming the farther wall of the valley, rose 
a yet higher line of moorland hills. In April, as in most months 
of the year, these moors, though not colourless to the accus- 
tomed eye, appeared sullen, unlovely, and even formidable to 
the newcomer. They spread in a scries of harsh undulatious to 
the Lancashire border, an oc( asional farm breaking the solitude 
of wind, cloud, and heather. 

The Brontes could sec, on hese moors, only one sign of man. 
This was their destination, th ' village of Haworth, which ( lung 
about a single track from tl e valley almost to the top of the 
moor. Above the grey rooi'j and dark walls a church tower 
looked down on the straggling line of houses. Beyond the 
church, and hidden by it from the Brontes, stood the last and 
highest house in the village. This house was the parsonage. But 
to reach the parsonage the seven carts had first to descend steeply 
into the valley, crossing the stream that flowed down to Keigh- 
ley, and about which were grouped the Haworth mills. There 
they joined the road from Keighley, and began to climb 
Haworth high street. 

At the top of this hill, paved then as now with horizontal 
stone setts to provide a foothold, the carts came into a small 
square. To their left was a public-house, the Black Bull. Facing 
them was an entrance to the church and the lower end of the 
churchyard. A lane led out of the square alongside the church- 
yard wall. Ahead, the lane dwindled to a rough track across the 
moors, which stretched unbroken into the distanee. To the right 
were a cottage or two and a large open space for funeral gather- 
ings. To the left, beyond the churchyard wall, was a solitary 
house, the parsonage. 

The parsonage and its garden were bounded by the high 
churchyard walls, but separated from the churchyard itself by 
a low wall, above which rose the crowded heads of gravestones. 
A path through this garden led to the front door of the parson- 
age. The garden was a small rectangle about sixty by forty feet 
sloping down and away from the house. In the time of the 
Brontes it remained bare and unattractive, the rough grass 
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broken only by a few stunted thorns, shrubs, and currant 
bushes.®® At the end of it a small gate in the wall opened on to a 
path leading straight to the church, but the path was rarely used. 

The house was two-storied, built, like the rest of the village, 
in the local grey stone, with a slate roof. In front, were two 
windows on either side of the door and four above them, with a 
fifth over the front door. When the Brontes entered the parson- 
age they found themselves in a stone-flagged passage ending in 
a short flight of stone stairs and a small landing with a window 
seat. The right-hand front room became ‘the parlour’, soon 
appropriated by Mr. Bronte as his study; to the left, facing the 
parlour was the family dining- and living-room. Behind the 
parlour were the kitchen and back kitchen; behind the dining- 
room, a room used for storing peat. Above the parlour was 
Mr. Bronte’s bedroom; above the kitchen, the servant’s bed- 
room; above the dining- and store-rooms, bedrooms for Mrs. 
Bronte and the children. And the httle room between the two 
front bedrooms was used at first as the children’s playroom. All 
the floors of the parsonage were stone-flagged; the Brontes 
only carpeted two rooms. The parlour possessed a few book- 
shelves, the dining-room a couch; and a mahogany table and 
some horsehair chairs in both rooms completed the furniture, 
which was correspondingly simple throughout the house. The 
windows — in deference to Mr. Bronte’s fear of fire — were un- 
curtained. All the walls were distempered or lime-washed. 
Every room overlooked the churchyard, except the kitchen and 
the servant’s bedroom; these faced the moors at the back, where 
sheep grazed right up to the house. 

To this place, in April 1820, came Patrick Bronte, his wife, 
and their six children; the eldest, Maria, was then six years old.®^ 
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COWAN BRIDGE 


The people oj Haworth. Mr. Bronte's predecessors. Illness and death of Mrs. Bronte. 
Mr. Bronte's attempts to remarry. Mis Branwell agrees to live at the parsonag e Four 
of the children sent to school at Cowan . bridge Illness and death of the two eldesi Effect 
on the others. Their life at die patsonage. They begin to wiite. 

The people of Haworth — as of all the moorland region- -cor- 
responded to their surroundii gs in their manner of life. Haworth 
village was isolated, except ^or the one poor road to Keighley 
four miles down the valley; from Keighley the railway ran to 
London and the northern citi<‘s. Although the viUagers’ brutality 
has been exaggerated, they were ignorant, uncouth, full of 
stubborn pride, and easily roused to violence. 

To some extent this roughness persists to-day, although 
counterbalanced now — as then — by an underlying kindliness; 
the people must still know and like a man before he is accepted. 
Such folk proved magnificent material for the early noncon- 
formist preachers. John Wesley, the first and most famous of 
them, had stayed at the old Haworth parsonage,^ and had 
preached in Haworth Church.^ One of his staunchest disciples, 
William Grimshaw, was occupying Haworth pulpit when 
Wesley came. Grimshaw had been vicar of Haworth for more 
than twenty years^ and although Ins incumbency had ended 
long before the Brontes arrived, he was still vividly remem- 
bered for miles around.^ His long, impassioned, often embar- 
rassingly personal harangues from the pulpit were still the boast 
of Mr. Bronte’s older parishioners.® Stories were still told of his 
forcible conversions, whip in hand, prayer on lip, and of his 
violent pursuit of the devil even to the very death-bed of a 
local sinner. 

With such a man the moor and factory people of Hawortn 
had much in common; they were bound to respect a parson who 
could hit as hard as the next man, who did not mince his words, 
and who spared no one, not even himself. His church was 
thronged; his memory revered; and he had set a high standard 
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for his successors. Patrick Bronte admired Grimshaw’s fanatic- 
ism — ^it appealed to a cruel streak in him — though it is doubtful 
whether he was capable of Grimshaw’s integrity. He had written 
a poem in honour of Jabez Bunting,® Wesleyan founder of the 
Woodhouse Grove School, and many of his verses show a strong 
Wesleyan influence which dated back to his childhood.^ 

Haworth knew nothing of his Wesleyan leanings. He and 
his family would in any event have been coolly received as 
foreigners, and had considerable prejudice to overcome because 
of the still inevitable comparison with the great Grimshaw; but 
in addition, he had been appointed to Haworth pulpit over 
the heads of the church council. This caused much resentment, 
and the Brontes were virtually ostracized until the matter had 
been thrashed out.® The burden of this isolation fell mainly upon 
Mrs. Bronte. Mr. Bronte was able to withdraw into the parlour 
to spend long quiet hours there. His wife had not this privilege; 
she had six small children to tend, a house to look after — to her, 
a cold and unlovely house — in a dark, bleak village, a far cry 
from warm, friendly Penzance. The roads were so bad, the 
chances to use a vehicle so few, that her friends at Thornton 
might almost as well have been a hundred instead of ten miles 
away. And she was ill. 

Mrs. Bronte was indeed very ill. She had not long to live. 
Less than a year after her removal to Haworth, she was found 
to be suffering from an incurable cancer. Elizabeth Branwcll 
came up from Penzance to look after Tier — a visit that lasted for 
the rest of her life. To her husband, watching, the state of Mrs. 
Bronte’s mind during the course of the illness left something to 
be desired. Her mind, he observed, was not always with God.® 
Nevertheless, after his wife’s death in September 1821, Mr. 
Bronte was able to assure his former vicar: ‘She died calmly 
and with a holy yet humble confidence that Christ was her 
Saviour and Heaven her eternal ho me.’ He regretted only that 
her death lacked triumph. “ 

Mrs. Bronte’s pain was not always confined to her body. She 
looked back with longing to warm, homely Cornwall and its 
hearty ways. She would beg the woman who looked after her 
to raise her in bed so that she could see the grate being cleaned: 
‘because she did it as it was done in Cornwall’.^® But her mind 
was set more upon her children, whose future she regarded with 
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terrified anxiety. For some time before she died she could not 
bear to have them in her room; she did not want them to see her 
in pain, and the sight of them revived her dread for their future. 
‘Oh God, my poor children — Oh God, my poor children!’ were 
in fact her dying words. 

Mr. Bronte shared this uixiety; but his fears were not for 
his children alone. After a suitable interval, and when the 
prolonged stay of Miss Braifwcll seemed likely to call for defini- 
tion, he approached Elizab 'th Firth with an offer of marriage. 
He was refused but the frit iidship continued.^^ 

Undaunted, Mr. Bronte lext addressed a letter to the mother 
of Mary Burder, at Wetht *sfield in Essex, whose hand ic had 
sought unsuccessfully durii g his first curacy. Picking up, with 
considerable adroitness, tl e threads of an acquaintam e that 
might well have been consi<lered many years dead, he ga^ e Mrs. 
Burder particulars of his career since leaving Wethersfield. He 
mentioned his marriage with a very amiable and respectable 
lady, who had been dead ior nearly two years. He explained 
that the perpetual curacy at Haworth was his for life, that no one 
could take it from him. He pointed out that the only difference 
between the curacy and a vicarage was that in the latter instance 
the salary is derived from tithes, and in the former, from the 
rent of freehold estates — which, he added, he liked much better. 
The amount of his salary — about ^ 200 — was given; and, in 
extenuation of this somewhat unimpressive figure, the fact that 
he had in addition a good house rent free for life. He added that 
no one had anything to do with the church but himself, and 
that the congregation was large. Then, with these inducements 
fairly spoken, he passed on to the primary object of his letter. 
How were all his old friends at Wethersfield? he wondered. Did 
Mrs. Burdcr’s children remain unmarried? And were they doing 
well, both as respects this life, and that which is to come? For, as 
he went on to explain, it is sometimes good to lay up treasure 
on earth, but it is always far better to lay up treasure in Heaven, 
where moths do not corrupt and where thieves do not break 
through nor steal. He hoped his old friends would favour him 
with a call if ever near Haworth, and he expressed an intention 
of passing through Wethersfield that summer, and of renewing 
acquaintance with them. He did not mention his children.^® 

After a few months of suspense, Mr. Bronte ran his quarry 
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to earth; and forthwith addressed himself direct to Mary Burder 
at Finchingfield Park, near Braintree. He did not waste much 
time. He had, he said, experienced a very agreeable sensation 
in his heart on reflecting that she was still single. ‘For’, he re- 
minded her, 'you were the first whose hand I solicited, and no 
doubt I was the first to whom you promised to give that hand.' 
‘I am sure’, he continued, ‘you once loved me with an unaffected 
innocent love.’ Turning for a moment to himself, he observes, 
‘Yom cannot doubt my love for you.’ Almost fifteen years had 
passed since he had set eyes on her. They had, he confessed, 
left him looking something older. Nevertheless, he gave it as 
his opinion that he had gained more than he had lost. ‘I hope’, 
he wrote, ‘I may venture to say that I am wiser and better. I 
have found this world to be but vanity. . . .’ He has, he tells her, 
a small but sweet little family, and, despite past sorrows, needs 
but one addition to his comforts this side eternity. Can Miss 
Burder guess the nature of this addition? Mr. Bronte wishes to 
see a dearly Beloved Friend, kind as he once saw her, and as 
much disposed to promote his happiness. ‘If’, he adds finally, 
‘that dear Friend should have doubt respecting the veracity of 
any of my statements, I would beg leave to refer her to the 
Rev. John Buckworth, Vicar of Dewsbury, an excellent and 
respectable man.’ 

He then reaches the real purpose of his letter. Will Mary 
Burder tell him candidly whether she and Mrs. Burder would 
have any objection to seeing him at Finchingfield Park, as an 
old friend. And he cannot resist ending his letter with an admis- 
sion that, ‘I must say my ancient love is rekindled, and I have a 
longing desire to see you.’^® 

But Mary Burder, as she herself pointed out in her reply, 
was no longer the young, inexperienced, unsuspecting, ignorant 
girl of Wethersfield days. She was neither impressed nor 
deceived by the protestations of her former lover. But she wished 
first to relieve her mind of certain grievances that fifteen years 
had not obliterated. She had recently been reading over, she 
said, a number of letters from Mr. Bronte in the years 1808, 
1809, and 1810. The result of this reperusal was to excite in her 
bosom increased gratitude and thankfulness to that wise, that 
indulgent Providence which withheld her from forming in 
very early Ufe an indissoluble engagement with one whom she 
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could not think was altogether clear of duplicity. Nor was this 
all; for she went on to remark, not without irony, that she was 
thankful to discover that, despite the statements in Mr. Bronte’s 
letters to her when she had brought their engagement to an end, 
she had not after all been the cause of hindering his promotion, 
of preventing a brilHant alliance, or of causing his great and 
affluent friends to withhold their patronage on her account. 

But Miss Burder had by no means finished with her old lover. 
She deals first with his req lest. Docs he think it possib'c, she 
asks, that she or her dear P <rent could give him a cordial wel- 
come to the Park as an oldj lend? She answers the question her- 
self. ‘I must’, she continued ‘give a decided negative to th ' pro- 
posed visit.’ She then dis) atched him neatly with his own 
weapon. ‘I truly sympathiz( with you and the poor little inno- 
cents in your bereavement ‘ she wrote. ‘But’, she added, ‘the 
Lord can supply all your ai d their needs.’ She could not resist 
giving the knife a twist: ‘It gives me great pleasure’, she says, 
‘always to hear the work of the Lord prospering. May he enable 
you to be as faithful, as zealous, and as successful a labourer in 
His vineyard as was one of your predecessors, the good old 
Mr. Grimshaw, who occupied the pulpit at Haworth more than 
half a century ago.’^’ 

Baffled, Mr. Bronte was not minded to accept defeat readily. 
He appealed again for an audience, choosing for his letter the first 
day of the new year, 1823, that he might soften — or chasten — 
the hard-hearted with well chosen New Year greetings.’® But 
the battle was already lost, as a less egotistical man would have 
known. He had to accept the less romantic solution to his 
difficulty, and after some persuasion Miss Branwcll agreed to 
take permanent charge of the household. 

Meanwhile, the children had been left to themselves; from the 
moment their mother’s illness had first become serious they had 
seen little of her.’® Some of them slept with the servant, some 
in the little room over the passage. They had to steal about the 
house in case their feet clattered on the stone floors. They had 
to speak softly in case their voices echoed in the curtainless, 
half-furnished rooms. For affection, apart from the brusque but 
kindly words of a busy servant, they were dependent on one 
another. Yet, mothered by untidy, loving little Maria, they 
played contentedly enough on the moors in summer and, in 
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winter, made out stories in the house that lost nothing in excite- 
ment because of the whispers in which they had to be told. 

After Mrs. Bronte died, this soUtary life continued, for Mr. 
Bronte appeared almost as reluctant to see them as his dying 
wife had been. He had Httlc love and less understanding of 
children; the only meal, and the only long period of the day 
that he spent with them was breakfast-time, when he told blood- 
curdling tales — of his Irish days, his Methodist heroes, and the 
cotton riots. ““ However, his pride, vanity and sense of duty 
made him try to mould them into his conception of right- 
thinkers. Their recorded answers to various questions he put to 
them show them as sententious as he. All replied from behind a 
mask to the questions so that shyness should not prevent a frank 
answer. Maria, asked what was the best way to spend time, 
rephed: ‘By laying it out in preparation for a happy eternity.’ 
Elizabeth was asked what was the best kind of education for a 
woman; she replied: ‘That which would make her rule her house 
well.’ Charlotte, asked for the name of the best book in the 
world, said ‘The Bible’, and, asked for the next best, said ‘The 
Book of Nature.’ Branwell was asked the best way to tell the 
difference between the minds of men and women. He answered: 
‘By considering the difference between them as to their bodies.’ 
Emily, asked what was best to do with Branwell when he was 
naughty, said: ‘Reason with him, and when he won’t listen to 
reason whip him.’ And Anne, asked what she most wanted, 
rephed: ‘Age and Experience.’®' 

For the rest, the children’s innocent prattle distressed him, 
Mr. Bronte said, and reminded him of his lost wife.*® And after 
the failure of his attempts to remarry he sank steadily into a 
retirement, both at home and in the parish. He preached regu- 
larly — ^he had at this time no curate — and he visited when he 
beheved a visit to be essential, but social activities ceased. 
Visitors were not encouraged. Life in the parsonage pursued a 
rigid, an inflexible routine. 

The death of their mother seems unhkely to have caused the 
children obvious sorrow, except for Maria and Ehzabeth, who 
were eight and seven. The others were too young, they had seen 
too little of her in the year before her death. For a time their 
days were pleasantly free from regulation indoors, and quite 
uncontrolled outdoors, so long as their father’s injunction not 
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to mix with the village children was obeyed. They were thrown 
back upon themselves, but there were six of them, and while 
Maria and Elizabeth remained to look after the younger ones, 
the children’s life was fairly enjoyable.^* 

When Miss Bran well finahy took charge, early in 1824, there 
was more discipline in the house but little more affection. 
Her preference for gentle, vie let-eyed Anne, and for perky, red- 
haired Branwell, was not th m obvious enough to cause inore 
than occasional ill-fecling. Though strict after her fashion — 
particularly in the ordering of the household — Miss Branwell 
was not unkind. Like her b othcr-in-law, she became inc reas- 
ingly self-centred, but at firs:, before the bleak and forbietding 
setting of the parsonage had ( aused her to withdraw into herself, 
she brought a brisker atm( sphere into her new home. She 
talked often about her sacrif-ce in leaving Cornwall to care for 
her sister’s children, and her consciousness of this, her financial 
independence, and her sharp and obstinate nature, kept her on 
terms with Mr. Bronte. She was able to meet both his silence 
and his dogmatism unflinchingly, and at times with positive 
anticipation. 

The influence of Miss Branwell upon the lives of the Bronte 
children was soon to be seen. A few months after she took over 
the household, all the children except Branwell and Anne were 
sent to school for the first time — Maria and Elizabeth on i July; 
Charlotte on 10 August; and Emily, just past her sixth birthday, 
on 26 November. 

The school was the newly-opened Clergy Daughters’ School 
at Cowan Bridge, a few miles from Haworth, on the main road 
Trom Leeds to Kendal. Its purpose was good — the provision of 
an adequate education for the daughters of poor clergy at a low 
fee. The staff included women of integrity and kindliness. But 
this is about all that can be said in its favour. 

* The school was situated in a low, damp, unhealthy valley. 
The girls worked and slept in a cold, badly ventilated building. 
They were rarely given enough food, and the cooking was de- 
^plorable. The school had been founded by William Cams Wilson, 
a narrow evangehcal, vain, bigoted, and covering his sadism and 
love of power with scriptural quotations and appeals to the 
Deity, Cams Wilson, while the Brontes were there, was abso- 
lute master. The rigorous discipline and harsh teaching — ^intended 
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to mortify the flesh and subdue the spirit (the only suitable 
training, in Mr. Wilson’s opinion, for poor girls with a humble 
future) — compared unfavourably even with the normal school 
of the time. His own writings testify that Charlotte, in her 
savage indictment of him in Jane Eyre, ‘exaggerated nothing’.^® 

Maria and Elizabeth had barely recovered from measles and 
whooping cough when they were sent to school. In fact, the 
school authorities hesitated about admitting them, but, in an 
unhappy moment, decided to stretch the point. Maria, in 
f particular, was unable to accommodate herself to the harsh, 
, impersonal discipline of Cowan Bridge and the loveless travesty 
of Christianity she met there. Her untidiness became a sin, her 
lack of method a heinous offence, her inability to learn quickly a 
crime; and her meek acceptance of punishment only antagon- 
ized the teachers still further. It seems she made no complaint to 
her father; but if she did, he took no notice, because first 
Charlotte and then Emily were sent to join their sisters. 

By the time Emily arrived, Maria had developed tubercu- 
losis. She grew steadily worse, and on 14 February 1825, six 
months after her arrival at Cowan Bridge, she was sent home. 
The doctor knew too little about the disease to help her; and 
by this time it had obtained too firm a hold. She was nursed by 
Miss Branwcll and a servant; but they, though kind, could not 
take the place of her mother. Branwell and Anne were too 
young to keep her company, and the other children, who 
could have cheered her, were at the school which held such 
unhappy memories for her. 

Maria died on 6 May; she was twelve years of age. How 
much Mr. Bronte was affected it is difficult to say — at that 
period an early death was not uncommon in large families. His 
only recorded comment was that she exhibited during her illness 
many symptoms of a heart under Divine influence.^’ 

Meanwhile, the conditions at Cowan Bridge had produced 
their inevitable results. An epidemic broke out; and Elizabeth, 
who had never recovered strength after her illness of the previ- 
ous year, was one of the first victims. On the last day of May, 
less than a month after Maria had died, Elizabeth was brought 
home in a similar condition. Mr. Bronte, roused at last, fetched 
home Charlotte and Emily the next day. Neither of the younger 
girls appeared to have suffered in health. They were only at the 
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^ school for a few months, they were in good health when they 
went there, and they were both popular — Charlotte because she 
was clever and Emily because she was one of the youngest and 
so was made something of a pet. But Elizabeth was in an even 
'worse state than Maria, and by 15 June, only two weeks after 
she had been brought home, she was dead.^® Hers was the third 
death in the Bronte family since they had come to Haworth 
five years before. 

So, at nine years of age, ( 'harlotte suddenly foimd hers df the 
eldest child of the family. She had to take Maria’s place as 
mother to the other three. But, unlike Mr. Bronte, Ch. rlotte 
was by no means resignec!, her hot little heart burned with 
resentment. She brooded especially on Maria’s death and what 
had caused it; and gradually her imagination built uj) two 
I strongly-contrasted ideas — )nc, of Maria as the epitome of 
1 goodness; the other, of Co\'^an Bridge as the epitome of evil. 

' Nor did the other children entirely escape. Branwell was 
spared the school, but his already extravagant imagination fas- 
tened upon the new, disturbing atmosphere. To Emily, the 
atmosphere was a challenge — posing questions that she could not 
answer.^® And even Anne, already inclined to be a melancholy 
child, became quieter and more reserved. 

For some years there was no further talk of the children 
going to school. Aunt Branwell, as the children called her, 
spent the greater part of the day upstairs in her bedroom, be- 
moaning the cold and draughty parsonage, and harping on the 
pleasures and warmth of Penzance. When she did come down 
she clicked about the stone floors on pattens, a small, fussy 
woman, dressed in old-fashioned clothes with a large cap set 
on auburn curls piled high. In her bedroom she gave the three 
girls simple lessons and taught them sewing and home manage- 
ment.®® She also introduced the children to Methodism. She 
made them learn many of the hymns, read out passages from 
magazines which she had sent to her, and taught them Methodist 
prayers. All these, with their extravagant appeal to the emotions, 
were eagerly absorbed by the young Brontes, already accus- 
tomed to violence of thought and feeling by their father’s 
breakfast-time stories. The Methodist doctrine, reeking of hell- 
fire, of glorious saints, and sinners eternally damned, was to 
them both fearful and exciting. The children understood little 
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of the mystical meaning of all they heard, but the passionate 
words themselves quickly became part of their lives.® ^ 

Mr. Bronte was accustomed to hold forth on politics over 
breakfast. His extreme Tory views and his violent expression 
of them were very much to the taste of his young audience. He 
also continued to tell his weird Celtic stories, and, as he came to 
know Haworth, he added true stories that he had heard from 
his parishioners of village riots, family tragedies, suicides, and 
even murder. Mr. Bronte, whose retirement from family and 
parish life became, like his huge white cravat, more pronounced 
every year, gave Greek and Latin lessons to Branwell. The boy, 
although his father’s especial pride, and, in comparison with his 
sisters, allowed many liberties, was already taking many more. 
He defied his father’s ban on friendship with the village boys, 
and was always slipping out to meet them. His charm, wit, and 
good looks soon 'made him a local favourite. 

All three girls were expected to take their share of work in 
the house and kitchen as well as caring for their own clothes. 
Emily soon showed that she not only liked household work, but 
had a real talent for it. In time, she was able to relieve her aunt 
of much of the responsibility of running the house. The heavier 
responsibihty — the children — was gradually assumed by Char- 
^ lotte, to whom her brother and sisters looked for a lead. For 
' Charlotte was a domineering and ambitious child. Her father’s 
I stories of great men and great doings had fired her with a deter- 
1 mination to make something of herself and of the others. She 
was no stoic like Emily; she had none of Anne’s humility; and 
she had little use for Branwell’s optimistic vanity. She had 
made up her mind to advance them all, and she was well fitted 
to do so. Egotistic like her father, and not without some of 
his subtlety, absorbed in the family like her mother, she had 
what both parents lacked — energy and drive, 
f Charlotte’s single-mindedness gave her an advantage over the 
Jothers which even Emily was unable to resist. All three, in their 
^various ways, responded to her leadership. Branwell gladly 
allowed Charlotte to make his decisions and shield him from 
trouble so long as she did not interfere with his village friend- 
ships. Anne, who was in many ways a loving if imperfectly 
comprehending shadow of Emily, followed her favourite sister 
in this as in everything else. So, in 1826, they were a happy and 
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united group under the direction of Charlotte. They worked 
together, played together, were soon to write together. For it 
was not long before the children’s first writings began to take 
shape. Although they had the run of the dining-room, they 
spent most of their free time in the kitchen — the attraction 
there, apart from its comfortable warmth, being Tabitha 
Aykroyd — their Tabby — who had come as servant to the par- 
sonage soon after Charlotte and Emily’s return from Cowan 
Bridge a year before. Her s larp Yorkshire tongue and ^^^arm 
heart were very much to the children’s liking. And it was in her 
kitchen, on the wooden tal le before the fire, that Chai lotte 
wrote the explanation of tl eir games which has served ever 
since as an introduction to tJ e subject.®* 
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Origins oj the stories. The children begin to write. Development of Angrian and 
Gondal chronicles. Analysis of the Bronte genius. 

On 5 June 1826 Mr. Bronte returned from a visit to Leeds 
with a box of wooden soldiers for Branwell. There were twelve 
of these English soldiers, writes Charlotte, and they made a 
brave show in their high black caps, light scarlet jackets and 
pantaloons, and the solitary shoe like a round flat cake, into 
which each pair of gaily coloured legs was inserted. With them 
Mr. Bronte brought home that evening a set of small dark 
ninepins. 

The next morning Branwell took the box of soldiers into the 
little room over the hall where Charlotte and Emily now slept. 
The girls were ‘as delighted as he with the gift, and, jumping 
out of bed, each seized upon a soldier and claimed it for her 
own’. ‘This is the Duke of Wellington! This shall be the Duke!’ 
cried Charlotte; for Mr. Bronte’s readings from the Leeds In- 
telligencer and John Bull, and his reminiscences of the wars 
against Napoleon, had given her a passionate reverence for this 
man of blood and iron — a hero who provided at once an anti- 
dote to her feeling of inferiority at being plain and small, a 
protector in place of her mother and elder sisters, and a proto- 
type of almost all the chief male characters in her writings. 
‘Mine’, Charlptte declared, ‘is the prettiest of the whole, and 
the tallest, and the most perfect in every part.’ Emily chose ‘a 
grave looking fellow’ who was called Gravey. Anne, too, 
wanted a soldier when she came downstairs from her aunt’s 
bedroom. Her choice was, thought Charlotte, a queer little 
thing, much like herself. He was nicknamed ‘Waiting boy’. 
Branwell had already chosen his soldier. 

The next stage was to find a game to play with them. The 
newspapers had a good deal to say about the Ashanti Wars on 
the Gold Coast — only two years earlier, at Insamankow, the 
Enghsh had been routed by the Ashanti Confederacy, and their 
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Governor, Sir Charles McCarthy, had been killed. It was not 
surprising therefore that West Africa (soon to be renamed 
Angria) was the place fixed on for the adventures of tbe twelve 
soldiers.^ They were sent there to conquer it; and the dark 
little ninepins were cast for the thankless role of the Ashantees, 
whose bloody but ineffectual efforts to repel the invasion were 
to occupy so large a place in the children’s thoughts during the 
next few years. ^ 

Each one of the twelve ^ oung Men acquired a distinctive 
personality which reflected t ic characteristics of the child who 
named it. Charlotte’s Duke, for instance (soon translated into 
his son, Arthur Wellesley) ‘ was a bold and brave young lad, 
ardent for all military glory md fame, and though only twelve 
years old would have sham ‘d many older men than himself 
in his patience under fatigue i nd coolness in the hour of danger’. 
Alexander Sneaky, alias Bon iparte, Branwell’s choice, was ‘in- 
genious, artful, deceitful, bat courageous’. Emily’s Edward 
Gravey was ‘naturally grave and melancholy, and his temper 
was still further soured by the sneers and laughter which the 
rest raised against him, but like the rest he was daring and 
brave’. William Edward Parry (a rechristened version of 
Gravey) was ‘a brave sailor-like young man, differing from 
mariners in general in one respect only, that of being a little too 
fond of subterfuge’. The John Ross, or ‘Waiting boy’, of Anne 
differed again — for he was ‘frank, open, honest, and of a bravery 
when in battle sometimes approaching to madness’.® 

The young Brontes now began to lead a double existence in 
their games. They lived in the persons of Wellesley, Sneaky, 
Gravey, Ross, and the rest of the Young Men; they also took 
immortal shape as the genii Brannii, Tallii, Emmii and Annii, 
guardians of the protagonists (an echo of Branwcll’s reading of 
Homer). So they possessed at once the exciting and uncertain 
life of men, and the omniscience of gods.® 

The adventures of the twelve Young Men began, as would be 
expected, with the miming of the parts. At first the game had 
rivals — Charlotte and Emily, for instance, played secret games in 
bed. But, as the possibilities of the twelve Young Men became 
clearer, as the characters they had created began to possess the 
children’s imaginations, all other games were dropped. As the 
game developed and new characters were brought into it, the 
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children went a stage further; to live the adventures more fully 
and make them permanent, they began to write them down. 

These prose talcs had already begun when Charlotte sat down 
at the kitchen table on the morning of 12 March 1829 to write 
what she called the History of the Year.^ Tabby was washing up 
the breakfast things, Anne was kneeling on a chair looking at 
some cakes just baked, Emily was in the parlour brushing the 
carpet. Miss Branwell was in her room, Mr. Bronte and Bran- 
well on their way to Keighley to fetch the Leeds Intelligencer, 
Charlotte explains that the family take in both this paper — ‘a 
most excellent Tory newspaper’ — and the Leeds Mercury. They 
are lent John Bull, high Tory, very violent, and Blackwood's 
Magazine, 'the most able periodical there is’. She then passes to 
the games — Young Mens Play, established June 1826; Our 
Fellows, July 1827; the Islanders, December 1827; and the secret 
bed plays. 'All these plays’, she wrote, ‘are very strange ones.’ 
Then follows a short description of the origins of the games — 
the first originated in Branwell’s wooden soldiers; the second, 
in a reading of Aesop's Fables; the third, in 'several events which 
happened’. Charlotte is explaining how the Young Men s Play 
began when, unfortunately, the manuscript breaks off.’ 

It is not until two years later® that the explanation is fully set 
out, when Branwell finished his History of the Young Men. This 
tells how the Young Men, after settling in the land of the 
Ashantees, founded the Twelve’s town, to be called successively 
Glass-town, Verreopolis and Verdopolis. The kingdom they 
established was named Angria; its capital, Adrianopolis.® In 
the game of Our Fellows, which succeeded but did not supplant 
the Young Mens Play, each child took as his own a country 
peopled by giants; and again each child named his own head- 
man.^® 

Of the next game, Islanders, more is known from a preface 
to an early story, Tales of the Islanders, written by Charlotte in 
1827. She takes the reader into the Bronte kitchen between 
six and $evcn o’clock on a November evening. All the 
children, 'with Tabby, were sitting in the firelight, Tabby 
having refused to light a candle. After a long pause, Branwell 
said, ‘I don’t know what to do.’ This was echoed by Emily 
and Anne, and Tabby said, ‘Wha, you may go t’ bed.’ ‘I’d 
rather do anything than that,’ exclaimed Branwell. Then 
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Charlotte remarked how wonderful it would be if each of them 
possessed an island. This appealed to them all, and each child 
at once chose an island and began to populate it. Branwell chose 
the Isle of Man, his three leading citizens being John Bull, 
Astley Cooper, and Leigh Hunt. The Isle of Wight was Char- 
lotte’s choice, and on it she put, in addition to the inevitable 
Duke of Wellington and his sons, Christopher North and Co., 
and Mr, Abernethy. Emil / peopled the Isle of Arran with 
Walter Scott, J. G. Lockha.^t, and his son Johnny; whilst Anne 
chose Michael Sadler, Lore William Bentmck, and Sir denry 
Halford for her Guernsey.^" This fascinating theme was quickly 
developed; and by the ne> c day the population had be ui in- 
creased so rapidly that mo5 . of the leading statesmen, sc Idiers, 
and writers of Great Britaii were living in one or other of the 
four islands. By the followi ig summer, one of them contained 
a school for a thousand ch Idren, and the next year Charlotte 
began to write down the adventures on the islands. In the Tales 
of the Islanders occurs Charlotte’s now famous paragraph on the 
passing of the Catholic Emancipation Bill — a paragraph which 
shows a descriptive power, dramatic sense and feeling for words 
remarkable in a child of eleven. 

‘Oh, those six months, from the time of the King’s Speech to 
the end! Nobody could write, think or speak on any subject 
but the Catholic question, and the Duke of Wellington and 
Mr. Peel. I remember the day when the Intelligence Extraordi- 
nary came with Mr. Peel’s speech in it, containing the terms on 
which the Catholics were to be let in! With what eagerness papa 
tore off the cover, and how we all gathered round him, and with 
what breathless anxiety we listened, as one by one they were 
disclosed, and explained, and argued upon so ably, and so well! 
and then when it was all out, how aunt said that she thought it 
was excellent, and that the Catholics could do no harm with 
such good security ! I remember also the doubts as to whether it 
would pass the House of Lords, and the prophecies that it would 
not; and when the paper came which was to decide the question, 
the anxiety was almost dreadful with which we listened to the 
whole affair; the opening of the doors; the hush; the royal dukes 
in their robes, and the great Duke in green sash and waistcoat; 
the rising of all the peeresses when he rose; the reading of his 
speech — the paper saying that his words were like precious 
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gold; and lastly, the majority of four to one in favour of the 
Bill.’i* 

With these Tales of the Islanders the prose record of the most 
serious rival to the Angrian plays comes to an end. The Angrian 
story was still developing, and, as the masterful Charlotte took 
over much of its direction from Bran well, it is hardly surprising 
that Arthur Wellesley, though no more than a trumpeter when 
the Young Men left for Africa, quickly followed his admiring 
creator in assuming control. For when the mighty deeds of the 
Young Men reached England, and an ambassador from Pitt and 
the Ministry had begged the twelve adventurers to spare one of 
their number to lead the English army against Napoleon, Arthur 
Wellesley was the choice of the Genii. And when, having 
defeated Napoleon, he returned to Angria with his victorious 
troops, Wellesley (by that time Duke of Welhngton) was 
crowned King and ruler of the Twelve’s town.’^ 

Then, the Angrian kingdom established and its setting defined, 
Charlotte and Branwell produced a magazine and newspaper 
written and edited by their Young Men. These formed the 
starting point of the Angrian writings.^ ^ 

Branwell began the series in January 1829, with a tiny four- 
leaved periodical measuring two by one inches — proportionate, 
as he reckoned, to the size of the twelve soldiers. And, to give 
this and its successors the appearance of real books and maga- 
zines, he and Charlotte printed them laboriously in capital letters 
so minute that the naked eye often cannot read them.^® 

In June of the same year, Charlotte began to take a hand in 
the work; and so congenial was it to her, that after the next 
month’s issue of the magazine she persuaded Branwell to 
abandon the editorship in her favour and to found, instead, a 
Glass-Town newspaper. 

Brother and sister soon began to follow their own bent: 
Charlotte, writing in the name of Captain Tree, developed the 
more romantic aspects of Angrian life, consisting more often 
than not of the loves and triumphant progress of the Wellesley 
family; whilst Branwell, writing in the name of Sergeant Bud, 
stirred up revolutions, revolts, and invasions whenever Angria 
settled into a period of calm which his restless mind found un- 
bearable. This gratuitous enlivenment of Angrian affairs was 
usually undertaken by Branwell in the person of his favourite. 


20 



ANGRIA AND GONDAL 

the ex-pirate Alexander Rogue, Viscount Ellririgton, alias 
Colonel the Honourable Alexander Augustus Percy, who turned 
eventually into that unscrupulous Prime Minister and poet, the 
Earl of Northangcrland. 

Page after page of these little books flew from their busy 
hands, until the bedroom and dining-room of the parsonage 
were thick with records of An ^ria. The two children were to be 
seen at all hours, carefully folding and stitching the tiny sheets, 
their pens scratching out th( printed characters that had to 
serve for type; Charlotte’s hei.d almost touching the paper, her 
short-sighted eyes closely fedowing every letter; Branv ell, 
tightly holding his nose betwe( n thumb and forefinger, speak mg 
rapidly, and writing down th ‘ resultant sounds, which he lad 
christened the Young Men’s 1 nguaged’ Day after day, month 
after month, year after year, t ley wrote on, their imaginations 
spilling out endlessly into the A^ngrian world. And when, their 
hands too tired to hold the pen, they walked over the moors 
to their secret waterfall, to some lonely farm in its fold of the 
hills, to the village shop for fresh supplies of paper, to the 
library at Keighley or Ponden House for Ossian or some other 
exciting discovery, they sauntered in a delightful dream, weav- 
ing fresh romances or bloody battles as they went; treading, not 
Yorkshire earth, but the hard, sun-baked soil of Angria; seeing, 
not a Haworth shepherd or mill hand, but gorgeously apparelled 
Angrian nobles and their ladies — Wellesley, Northangerland, 
Lady Zenobia Ellrington, the Duchess of Zamorna, and the 
whole brilliant band of the Glass-Town aristocracy. 

More than a hundred of these little manuscript books still 
exist. The smallest is just an inch and a half long. Most of them 
are stitched and covered in coarse wrapping paper, usually blue 
or brown, from Haworth shops. Inside some of them the name 
of the tradesman is still to be seen. Hundreds of little manuscript 
pages, made up of folded notepaper, were left loose. Some of 
these tiny pages contain as many as fifteen hundred words, the 
last word printed as carefully, clearly, and minutely as the first. 
Yet the millions of words still in existence represent only a part 
of their total output — a prodigious feat for any child. Almost 
all of these books are by Charlotte and Branwell, and almost 
all deal with Angria.^® 

Of the prose writings of Gondal, a rival saga invented by 
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Emily and Anne, little remains, though it is possible to gather 
something of the story from the poems written some years later. 
The action takes place on two islands, Gondal in the north 
Pacific, and Gaaldinc, in the south Pacific, which probably 
developed from Emily’s Arran and Anne’s Guernsey of the 
Islanders The islands arc rent from time to time by civil strife 
— prince against prince and, later, royalist against republican. 
The inhabitants love greatly, hate deeply, fight bravely — and 
none more so than the two chief figures. King Julius Brenzaida, 
Prince of Angora, who moves through the Gondal saga in 
romantic splendour at the side of his love, Rosina, Princess of 
Alcona; and his daughter, the dark-haired, passionate but 
treacherous Augusta Geraldine Almeda. The fighting is fierce 
and merciless, sparing neither woman nor child. Fortunes fluctu- 
ate wildly — the chain-bound victim of one moment is the vic- 
torious warrior of the next. Almost without exception love 
bows before patriotism or principle. Most of the leading charac- 
ters die — sometimes in the heat of the battle, sometimes assas- 
sinated by an unscrupulous rival, sometimes lingeringly, in dark 
dungeons, but more often when, mortally wounded, they have 
dragged themselves aside from the fighting. Their passing is 
invariably noble, whether they arc plighting their love for the 
last time, pleading for a final glimpse of their homeland, or 
facing death with heroic indifference. Nobility is, in fact, the 
/key-note of the Gondal saga. Both the Gondal and Angrian 
chronicles arc, superficially, blood and thunder, concerned with 
savage struggles for love and power; but while the Angrian 
tales are amoral, even when they are no longer told by children, 
the Gondal poems, even at their most bloodthirsty, show a clear 
. sense of right and wrong. 

The thoughts of the Bronte children were dominated more 
and more by these fantasies. Their life was exceptionally 
secluded. They had no friends — indeed, with the exception of 
Branwell, they never mixed with other children — and their 
contact with adults was restricted to their father and aunt, and 
to Mr. Bronte’s infrequent visitors — for Miss Branwell saw no 
one. They Hked being with Tabby in the kitchen, but she was 
unable to give their Hvely young minds the stimulus they 
needed. So, increasingly, Angria and Gondal became their true 
life. The Wes and hates, the desperate fights, the deaths, im- 
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prisonments, triumphs, and agonizings of Wellesley, Julius, 
Augusta, and the rest — this was their escape from the monoton- 
ous parsonage existence. 

The earlier Angrian stories are on the whole wcll-constructcd, 
and, although full of the expected cliches, cloudy rhetoric, and 
wild extravagance of phrase and thought, they arc unlike the 
stories that children usually wr te. At quite an early stage there 
is more than a suggestion of ( haracter development iii Chc^r- 
lotte’s heroes and heroines, and both children — Branwell in 
particular — often handle their Material with adult ease, whether 
It be political procedure, soci: I etiquette, or the complicated 
relationships of large families. 

These stories and poems sho^ ^ that the newspapers and quar- 
terlies of the parsonage were no the only source of the children’s 
writings. The Arabian Nights^ Algrhns Progress^ Scott, Shakes- 
peare, Homer, Greek history, Gssian, the Imitation of Christ, and, 
of course, the Bible, can all be traced there. But perhaps the 
most vital influence was their aunt,^^ with her hymns, prayers. 
Ladies’ Magazines, and, in Charlotte’s words, ‘the mad Method- 
ist magazines, full of miracles and apparitions of preternatural 
warnings, ominous dreams and frenzied fanaticism, and the 
equally mad Letters of Mrs. Elizabeth Rowe from the Dead to the 
Living'; and their father, with his Wesley an, Irish and local talcs. 

We can account in this way for the main sources of the stories 
and poems, and for the manner in which they were written. 
But we must look elsewhere for the original and co-ordinativc 
element which distinguishes them from the writings of other 
children. This is to be found in the Bronte imagination — com- 
pact of Irish father, Cornish mother, and Yorkshire environ- 
ment. And it is this creative imagination, bold, impassioned, 
richly and unfailingly inventive, which gives fheir early writings 
distinction and their novels greatness. 
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ROE HEAD 

Charlotte goes to school Reactions of Branwell Emily, and Anne. Charlotte* s friends 
and school life. The Luddite Riots. 

This period of hard work about the house, of walks on the 
moors, of cosy evenings in the kitchen, and of blissful hours in 
bedroom and dining-room making out Angrian stories, came to 
an end for Charlotte a few months before her fifteenth birthday. 
jArrangements were made for her to go as a boarder to Miss 
jMargaret Wooler’s^ school at Roe Head near Huddersfield. 

One January morning in 1831, Charlotte drove away sadly in 
the local covered cart, leaving her brother and sisters to adjust 
themselves to life in the parsonage without her purposeful 
leadership. One of the first consequences of Charlotte’s leaving 
home was that Emily and Anne broke away from the Angrian 
game. They did not take kindly to Branwell as leader, and in- 
vented a rival saga, the Gondal, leaving their brother to write 
the Angrian chronicles alone. He, deprived of Charlotte’s moral 
support, began to seek distraction more and more with the 
village lads, and in the Black Bull, where he was regarded as the 
Haworth prodigy and welcomed as entertainer of the guests. 

^nother consequence of Charlotte’s absence was that Emily 
and Anne once more came directly under their aunt’s surveil- 
lance.^Emily began to reaHze, with increasing disdain, the self- 
righteousness that played so large a part in Miss Branwell’s 
religious outlook; and at the same time she began to under- 
stand the mystical meaning of the words that her aunt repeated 
so ghbly. The effect of Miss Branwell’s religous teachings on 
Anne was more disastrous. The younger girl, less critical and 
less strong-minded than her sister, was unable to resist the 
Wesleyan doctrine of predestination, which began to take a 
firm hold on her imagination. Neither girl was able, nor indeed 
wished, to talk about these changes of thought, which were in 
any case nebulous, but there are signs of them in their early 
Gondal writings. 
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Meanwhile, at Roe Head, one of the pupils, Mary Taylor. 
had seen Charlotte arrive, in very old-fashioned clothes, and 
looking cold and miserable. When she came into the school- 
room she had changed her dress, but it was just as unfashionable 
as the other. To Mary, she looked a little, old woman, so short- 
sighted that she always appeal ed to be seeking something, and 
moving her head from side to side to catch sight of it. She was 
very shy and nervous, and spe ke with a strong Irish accent.^ 

Another picture of Charlott ^ in her first days at the scho( 1 is 
given by a new girl, Ellen N ussey, who arrived a tew cays 
later. Charlotte’s soft brow3 hair, writes Ellen, was t len 
screwed up unbecomingly int :> tight httlc curls; she was very 
short, painfully thin, and .^allow-complexioned. Her c Id- 
fashioned dark, rusty green stu f dress made her look even more 
unattractive. 

Ellen first came across Chi rlctte in the schoolroom, alone 
and in tears. She, like Ellen, was homesick; and the two girls 
comforted each other.® For a time, Charlotte appealed to the 
kind-hearted Ellen because she seemed such an unhappy little 
thing; but Ellen’s pity turned to respect when she discovered the 
strength behind Charlotte’s odd appearance; and the friendship 
was not very old before Ellen found herself leaning on Charlotte 
in almost everthing. Mary Taylor was made of different stuff. 
She came of sturdy Radical stock, was plain-spoken and pos- 
sessed a will of her own. Yet she, too, came to respect her friend’s 
views even when she could not share them, and, in the arts, to 
rely on them long after she and Charlotte were separated. 

In the arts and in pohtical and general knowledge Charlotte 
more than held her own in the school. At first the other girls 
thought her ignorant because her grounding in the routine sub- 
jects was poor,^ but their feeling of superiority did not last long. 
Charlotte confounded them by revealing knowledge quite out 
of their range. She knew most of the poetry they had to learn; 
was able to tell them the authors and titles of the poems from 
which the extracts were taken, and would sometimes recite a 
page or two and explain the plot of the complete poem.® And 
although some girls, Mary Taylor in particular, were ‘furious 
politicians’, the shy, dowdy Bronte girl, who had been encour- 
aged to discuss pohtics ever since she was five years old, for 
whom the Radical and Tory newspaper reports were adventure 
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stories and the rival party leaders heroes and villains, gained easy 
dialectical victories and the prestige that went with them, when- 
ever politics were raised.® 

She would not play games, partly because she was short-sighted, 
but mainly because of her prematurely strong sense of duty.’ She 
had come to the school to learn, and learn she would. And it says 
much for her that the other girls accepted and respected this 
reason for Charlotte’s aloofness. Both her friends were impressed 
by this responsible attitude, which, together with a passion for 
self-improvement, determined Charlotte’s behaviour. Her 
reasons for it were clear. She had not wished to come to school. 
She had no hope of happiness away from Haworth. But as the 
eldest Bronte child, with a living to make, the step had been 
inevitable. So she set herself to make the result worth the 
sacrifice.® 

She told Mary Taylor: ‘There is enough of hard practicality 
and useful knowledge forced on us by necessity, and the thing 
most needed is to soften and refine our minds.’ With such an 
aim no time could be spent on games. So she began, unhappily 
but resolutely, to cultivate her tastes, and store her mind with 
knowledge. She picked up every scrap of information about 
painting, sculpture, poetry, music, as though it were gold. 
Her time at the school was filled with urgency. A year or two 
at Roe Head was the longest period Mr. Bronte could afford 
for her, and the future of the other children at home might 
well be determined by her efforts there.® For Charlotte would 
not face, cither for herself or for her brother and sisters, the hfe 
of a nonentity, bounded by what she called ‘the little wild 
moorland village where we reside’. She was determined that a 
mark should be made in the world by the Brontes. But if her 
friends came up against this formidable side of Charlotte, they 
shared also in tne fiercely protective affection that was dragged 
out of her unwillingly, so fearful was she of rebuff, so sensitive 
to her own supposed unworthiness. 

To both Ellen and Mary she talked much of Maria and Elizabeth. 
She dwelt, said Mary, on Maria’s sufferings at Cowan Bridge — 
how she suffered with the sensibility of a grown-up person, and 
endured with a patience and fortitude that were Christ-like; and 
she brooded incessantly on Maria’s miserable and untimely 
death, and on the injustice of the fact that those responsible for it 
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went unpunished.^® Charlotte spoke of this to both her friends, 
but more fully to Ellen, and it became plain after a time that, 
of the two, Ellen was to occupy the foremost place in Char- 
lotte’s affections, if not in her respect. Not only was Ellen the 
more sympathetic and understanding, but she came gradually to 
accept and even to take pricle in Charlotte’s domination, and 
this, to a strong character, is temptation indeed. Mary, on the 
other hand, looked askance at any view of life that differed irom 
her own, an outlook as biased in its way as Charlotte’s — and as 
she was just as self-willed and independent, she would accej t no 
friendship in which she did n it play an equal part. 

Despite Mary and Ellen’s C' mpanionship, however, Charlotte 
remained resigned rather than contented at Roe Head. By dc vot- 
ing almost all her spare time tc improving herself, she rosequ»ckly 
to the head of her class and thm of the school. Her disinclination 
for games persisted, but she oecamc popular in another way — 
the girls discovered her ability to tell long, mysterious stories; 
and for a time the dormitory in which Charlotte slept was the 
scene of many a horrifying talc, until a surpassing imaginative 
effort reduced one of the girls to hysterics. After that, she was 
forbidden to tell any more stories after lights were out.^^ 

. The head mistress. Miss Wooler, was also a good story- 
teller — but hers were stones of real life. She thrilled the girls with 
eyewitness accounts of the Luddite riots — the long struggle in 
the early part of the century between cotton workers and mill- 
owners. Many of the places she described were close to the 
school. A mill that Charlotte could see from the dormitory 
window had been attacked by rioters twenty years earlier. On 
Crossland moor, near by, a manufacturer had been murdered. 
At Heckmondwike, two miles away, a Tory clergyman, Ham- 
mond Roberson, had organized parties to fight the workers;^® 
and Mr. Bronte, who had succeeded Roberson in one of his 
curacies, used to tell his children lurid stories about this eccentric 
• man.^^ 

Miss Wooler ’s accounts of the riots awakened all Charlotte’s 
memories of her father’s talcs. She was greatly excited by the 
thought that she actually lived in the midst of the once-troubled 
district. She asked many questions, and could not rest until she 
had seen the places described by the headmistress. Sometimes, 
during school walks, the girls passed the scenes of clashes be- 
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tween hungry cotton workers and Tory bands, and, Charlotte 
would stare, fascinated — seeing, not ruined, deserted mills and 
peaceful fields, but gory battlegrounds where desperate men 
fought and bled.^® 

» She did not forget what she saw and imagined. The pictures 
stored up in her mind remained until, many years later, she 
brought them to life in her third novel, Shirley 

Charlotte wrote home regularly. She addressed most of her 
letters to Bran well, for to him she found most to say. A few 
months after she went to Roe Head, Branwell walked over to 
the school to see her. They had much to tell each other. The 
defeat of the Reform Bill of that year in the House of Lords 
had aroused all Charlotte’s delight in politics. She heard with 
joy that Miss Branwell had agreed to take in regularly Fraser's 
Magazine — which, although unlikely to unseat the beloved 
Blackwood's in Charlotte’s estimation, was, she realized, a great 
deal better than nothing. And, of course, she was eager to hear 
what Branwell was making of the Angrians — for they were 
never far from her thoughts.^’ 
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Charlotte leaves Roe Head. Effect of scho )l life. She teaches Emily and Anne. Dru wing 
and Music masters at the i ^arsonage. BranwelYs character. 

Charlotte stayed at Roc Hoad for just over a year. ^ hen 
she came home for good, aftc r the spring term of 1832, ono of 
the first things she did was to a k Bran well how he had develc pcd 
the Angrian chronicles whih she had been away. He Wc^s as 
enthusiastic as ever, and had been very active devising new 
battles, insurrections, and othc r bloody scenes. As for Charlotte, 
her enthusiasm was all the greater for her enforced absence from 
the Angrian world. She flung herself into new tales of love and 
intrigue in the Angrian court. These new stories differ little 
from those written before she went to school, except that one 
of them — a story about industrial disturbances m Glass-Town — 
is based on the Luddite riots. Apart from this, the stories are, if 
anything, even more wildly romantic. 

^But if her life at school had encouraged Charlotte’s extreme 
romanticism, it had at the same tinac greatly strengthened the 
very practical and rcahstic side of hef. The social atmosphere at 
Roe Head was very different from Cowan Bridge, the only 
other place where she had met girls of her own age. At Roe 
Head, the girls all came from well-to-do families and were 
assured of an established place in life, unlike Charlotte, who 
knew that when she grew up she must either marry or earn her 
living by teaching. To her indignation she saw that these girls, 
far from taking advantage of their good fortune, were actually 
unaware of it; they accepted their schooling, like the rest of 
their comfortable life, as a matter of course. And, galling thought, 
they were all intellectually inferior to her. 

All this roused Charlotte^ 5^ ready sense of injustice, and made 
her contemptuous and bitter — feelings which appear in many 
female portraits in her novels. But it did more than this. It made 
her more determined than ever to get on, and it showed her 
that, lacking the social advantages of the other girls, the only 
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way to do it was by educating herself and the others. She had 
made the fullest possible use of her time at Roe Head. She had 
learned all that the school could teach her. She had made great 
strides in her general education, particularly French and draw- 
ing, and had developed her appreciation of the arts. Roe Head 
had given her a good start — ^but the rest she would have to do 
for herself, and for her brother and sisters. 

So the account of Charlotte’s day given to Ellen soon after 
settling down at Haworth showed that she had taken her lesson 
to heart. She wasted no time. ‘In the morning from nine o’clock 
till half-past twelve’, she writes, ‘I instruct my sisters and draw, 
then we walk till dinner, after dinner I sew till tea time, and after 
tea I either read, write, do a little fancy work or draw, as I 
please.’^ She said nothing about Angria. This was still a secret. 

Of these activities, only the sewing was not included in the 
plan of life which Charlotte had now set herself Miss Bran well 
made her reluctant nieces sew charity clothing day after day 
in her bedroom. It was proper for them to do it, she said when 
they protested, and was for their own good.^ This view was not 
shared by the three girls, least of all by Charlotte. None of them 
took pleasure in sewing; but to Charlotte, this hindrance to her 
plans for everybody’s advancement was peculiarly unwelcome; 
and she worked all the harder when she was free to teach her 
sisters. It is doubtful whether Emily and Anne always accepted 
the necessity for this unrelenting self-improvement. They had 
the Gondal stories, which offered a fascinating escape from 
monotony and discipline, and they had spent their time happily 
enough together on the moors and in the house while Charlotte 
was away. But they were only fourteen and twelve years old, 
and no match for a Charlotte, backed by her father, and deter- 
mined to pass on what she had learned at school. Charlotte had 
her way. 

However, one thing all four of them enjoyed. Among the 
many enthusiasms Charlotte brought back from Roe Head 
drawing was pre-eminent. She spent hours copying prints and 
engravings as she had done at school, and she had no difficulty 
in persuading Emily and Anne to join her.® But her ambitious 
mind was not content with this rough-and-ready way of im- 
proving their technique, and she asked her father if he would 
let them have a drawng-master. Mr. Bronte, who regarded 
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their studies with benevolence, and who occasionally took a 
hand in them himself, was easily prevailed upon, and a drawing 
master, William Robinson, came over from Leeds. ^ They all 
welcomed his lessons,® particularly Charlotte and Branwell, 
who had been illustrating their Angrian books for many years.® 
Branwell, eager to excel in this new distraction, worked with 
zest.’' The teacher and Mr Bronte and Miss Branwell soon 
thought they saw promise 1 1 his work, and he began a course 
of portrait painting m Rol insoiTs studio m Leeds.® A ( areer 
for him as a portrait painu r in London was discussed i ti the 
family as more than a posMbility. By the time Ellen ISiissey 
visited the parsonage, in tic autumn of 1833, Branwel' was 
already painting in oils.® 

The girls were, in their wa/, almost as enthusiastic as Branwell 
about his brilHant prospects Although they teased him ibout 
his bumptiousness, and the rosy view he took of his own future, 
they never seriously questioned his right to be considered first. 
But for a time Charlotte thought that she and her sisters, 
though unlikely to become famous, might also earn money by 
drawing.^® 

For months she kept all three of them hard at work copying 
engravings. She and Branwell became completely absorbed in 
the study of art; they admired the work of the local sculptor, 
J. B. Leyland of Halifax, who was just then gaining notice, and 
probably visited his exhibition in Leeds; and they read evv^ry 
book on art and artists that they could lay their hands on. 

Charlotte took tremendous pains to improve herself. She 
spent six months copying a single engraving. But she was 
forced to stop because of her eyesight, which had already been 
weakened by the strain of printing the minute Angrian books. 
So, when the course of lessons ended, Charlotte gave up any 
hope of the girls earning money in this way, because it was al- 
ready clear that neither Emily nor Anne had her talent. For 
the future, they did no more than illustrate the Angrian and 
Gondal stories and make occasional sketches of the people and 
the pets in the parsonage. But Charlotte never lost her keen 
interest. 

Another regular visitor to the parsonage at this time was 
A. S. Sunderland, the organist at Keighley, who came to give 
pianoforte lessons to everyone but Charlotte, who possessed no 
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gift for music. Bran well, as usual, showed brilhant facility, 
and developed a passion for the organ when he heard John 
Greenwood, who came over from Leeds to play on the new 
organ in Haworth church. Branwell went to Leeds to hear 
Greenwood play, began to learn the instrument himself, and 
was often to be seen playing the organ in the church. He was 
also fascinated by the flute, and one of his manuscript books 
contains many airs for it composed by him. But he liked all 
instrumental music. And when Ellen Nussey visited London 
for a few days, she was asked by Charlotte on Branwell’s be- 
half if she could find out how many performers there were in 
the King’s Military Band.^^ 

But Branwell did not fulfil any of his early promise. He 
lacked concentration, and his interest in these arts, though in- 
tense, was shallow and egotistic. Besides, he was casting his 
I net too widely. Drawing, painting, music, writing — he devoted 
himself to them all and excelled in none. His father, aunt, and 
sisters did nothing to help him. He needed criticism and guid- 
ance — ^instead, his natural conceit and wild optimism were fed 
by the immoderate admiration given him by all. Charlotte, it 
is true, spoke frankly enough at times. But Branwell was accus- 
tomed to her sharp tongue, and must have been tempted to 
attribute her unfavourable comments to envy. 

Nor was any serious control put upon the amount of time he 
wasted in the village, especially at the Black Bull. His father 
complained occasionally when asked for money, but almost 
always gave it. Miss Branwell seems to have made no attempt 
to restrain him, and even Charlotte, whose moral sense was 
fanatical, only made caustic remarks when he left unfinished an 
Angrian story, an illustration, or a painting. For Charlotte 
accepted the prevalent idea of one law for men, another for 
women. To her, there was something romantic in a young man 
having his fling. It seems never to^have occurred to her that 
Branwell would lack sufficient strength of character to grow 
out of his youthful excesses. She detested weakness, especially 
in men, and when she at last realized, beyond a shadow of doubt, 
that Branwell was weak, she was quite unable to make allow- 
ances. 

Although Branwell showed the most promise in music, 
Emily and Anne were not without abiUty, and Emily became 
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quite an accomplished pianist. Anne played the piano and sang 
and composed a few songs. Her voice, says Ellen Nussey, was 
weak, but very sweet.^® But in spite of their talent, neither of 
them at this time shared Charlotte and Branwelfs fervour for 
education. In fact, far from being earnest students, they were 
reluctant to do the most elementary task that kept them incioors 
— as Emily’s diary candidb declares: 

‘It is past twelve o’clock A me and I have not tided ourst Ives, 
done our bed work, or doi e our lessons and we want to go 
out to play We are going to have for dinner Boiled Beef, 
Turnips, potatoes and apple pudding The kitchin is in a very 
untidy state Anne and I have not done our music exercise \ hich 
consists of b major Taby sai 1 on my putting a pen m hei face 
Ya pithcr pottering there ms ead of pilling a potate. I ansv^ered 
O Dear, O Dear, O Dear 1 will derectly With that I get up, 
take a knife and begin pill ng. Finished pilling the potatoes 
Papa going to walk Mr. Sunderland expected.’^" 
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PLANNING A CAREER 

Charlotte writes to her friends. Visits Ellen's home. Ellen returns the visit. Her 
description oj the Brontes. Efect of secluded life on the Jour children. The hooks they 
read. Three of them prepare to leave home. 

Charlotte wrote regularly to Ellen Nussey, and, less often, to 
Mary Taylor. Both her father and aunt had always impressed 
on the children that they must be cautious in their dealings with 
the outside world. This combined with Charlotte's own pride 
to make her early letters stiff and formal, but when she realized 
that both girls were really fond of her, her manner changed. 
The cynicism she affected dropped away, she began to use en- 
dearments and even some of the extravagances common to 
most schoolgirls. Her style varied; in the letters to Ellen she was 
inclined to adopt a didactic tone. But she wrote to Mary in quite 
another strain — as she herself told Ellen in words that smack of 
the eighteenth century. 'Being in one of my sentimental humours 
I sat down and wrote to you such a note as I ought to have 
written to none but M. Taylor who is nearly as mad as myself.'^ 
And, as this extract shows, her style also varied according to 
what she was reading at the time. 

In September 1832, a few months after she had left school, 
Charlotte, who had never stayed with anyone in her life before, 
now accepted with dignity an invitation to visit Ellen, excusing 
the acceptance on the grounds that she thinks their friendship 
is ‘destined to form an exception to the general rule regarding 
school friendships’.^ Escorted by Bran well, she was driven over 
in the Haworth gig to Ellen’s home. The Rydings — a fine 
battlemented house in its own grounds near BirstalL* Brother 
and sister were both in high spirits and delighted to be together. 
Branwell was in ecstasy over everything. He walked round the 
garden, full of praise for the old turret-roofed house, the fine 
chestnut trees on the lawn, and the large rookery, which gave 
the house a good background. He told his sister he was leaving 
her in Paradise, and if she were not intensely happy she never 
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would be. Charlotte was not intensely happy; her pride and her 
feeling of inferiority made her silent and shy. One day, on 
being led in to dinner by a stranger, she trembled and nearly 
burst into tears; but despite her shyness, which was often painful 
to others as well as to herself, slie was liked and respected when 
she spoke her mind.^ 

Not until the summer of the next year did Ellen pay a retiiili 
visit to Haworth — Miss Bran\vell considering the moorland 
winter and spring too cold for ; visitor.® When Ellen did arri /e, 
her visit proved a distinct succ( ss.® Miss Branwell talked much, 
and regretfully, of her young r days; recalling the balmy air 
and gay social life of her dear ^enzance, and implying that '.he 
had been quite a belle. She t( ok snuff, presenting the box to 
Ellen with a little laugh, enjo ang the astonished look on ner 
young guest’s face. She spent part of the afternoons reading 
aloud to Mr. Bronte; and Ellen heard discussions on the reading 
when the family met for tea. Miss Branwell was stirred to un- 
usual liveliness by having a \isitor in the house, and boldly 
tilted against Mr. Bronte in argument. At the meal Mr. Bronte 
repeated strange stories, which had been told to him by some 
of the oldest inhabitants, of the extraordinary lives and doings 
of people near and far — stories which made Ellen shiver, but 
which she could see were full of grim humour and interest to 
the family. In these recitals of Celtic horrors and bloodcurdling 
Yorkshire memories, all the Brontes — Anne possibly excepted 
— met on common ground. 

Already Mr. Bronte had begun to go early to bed. At eight 
o’clock the household gathered for prayers. An hour later, he 
would lock and bar the front door, then look into the dining- 
room on his way upstairs, to say, ‘Don’t be up late, children’; 
half-way up the stairs he would pause to wind up the grand- 
father clock. Every morning Ellen heard him firing a pistol 
from his bedroom window. This habit of making sure that the 
pistol would fire, which seems to have been a legacy from Lud- 
dite days, was continued by Mr. Bronte because of his fear of 
marauders, and because, as Mien discovered, he had a delight in 
anything connected with fighting. 

Ellen describes Emily and Anne. Emily, she says, had by this 
time acquired a lithe, graceful figure. She was the tallest person 
in the house, except her father. She wore her hair, which was 
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naturally as beautiful as Charlotte's, in the same unbecoming 
tight curl and frizz, and she had a similar lack of complexion. 
She had very beautiful eyes — ^kind, kindling, and liquid, at 
times dark grey, at other times dark blue, but she did not often 
look at visitors. She talked very little. She and Anne were in- 
separable. Anne — dear, gentle Anne — says Ellen, was quite 
different in appearance from the others. Her hair was a very 
pretty light brown, and fell on her neck in graceful curls. She 
had lovely violet-blue eyes, fine pencilled eyebrows, and a clear, 
almost transparent complexion. She was Miss Branwelfs favour- 
ite niece, and still did her lessons and sewing under the guidance 
of her aunt. 

Ellen had hard work to make friends with the shy Anne and 
the reserved Emily. She succeeded — but only for a time — when 
they walked across the hills behind the house, and into the glens 
and ravines that here and there broke what, to Ellen, seemed 
the monotonous line of moorland. Once out of the house and 
on the moors, where the heather was beginning to turn purple, 
Ellen saw with astonishment how happy and carefree all three 
Bronte girls became. The change in Emily was particularly 
marked. 

Emily, Anne, and Branwell (when he came with the party) 
usually went ahead, fording streams and often placing stepping- 
stones for Charlotte and Ellen. They all lingered by the streams, 
picking wild flowers, throwing stones into the water, laughing, 
and talking — and of them all, Emily showed the greatest 
pleasure. One long ramble was made over the moors to a spot 
which Emily and Anne called The Meeting of the Waters — a 
small oasis of green turf in a deep wooded glen. Here, they sat 
on large stones overhanging a clear, rushing stream, hidden from 
the world, with nothing in sight except miles of heather, blue 
sky, and bright sun. The four girls made fun of each other, 
and called themselves the quartette. Emily, half-lying on a slab 
of stone, played like a young child with the tadpoles in the 
water, making them swim about, and, as she chased them with 
her hand, moraHzed on the strong and the weak, the brave and 
the cowardly.^ 

Once, when Charlotte felt too unwell to go for a walk, Emily 
was left: to play hostess to Ellfcn; and Charlotte waited witn 
some trepidation for the pair to return. But she need not have 
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feared; Emily, in her element on the moors, was good company 
when she liked her companion; and she liked Ellen.® After 
Ellen had gone home, Charlotte repeated the remark of Emily 
and Anne that ‘They never saw anyone they liked so weD as 
Miss Nussey.’ Mr. Bronte and Miss Bran well both held up 
Ellen to Charlotte as a model of correct behaviour, and even 
Tabby seemed fascinated by this rare guest.® 

With Ellen gone, the parson ige family sank back into its dull 
and uneventful routine. But v liat the cliildren’s liv^s lacked in 
outward incident, they made ip generously in mental adv<:n- 
tures. And it was precisely t le disciplined simplicity of :he 
parsonage routine that alio we 1 their imaginations to expand. 
Mrs. Gaskell, wise in this as in ;o many things, says rightly that 
‘it was positive repose to ha ^e learnt implicit obedience to 
outward laws’. 

Nevertheless, living the secluded life they did, some kind of 
repression was inevitable, and none of them entirely escaped.^^ 
Charlotte relieved herself to some extent in her letters to Ellen 
and Mary, and in her Angrian writings. Branwell, least repressed 
of all, flung off superfluous energy and feehng in many ways — 
his Angrian talcs, his painting, writing, drawing, music, his 
brilliant monologues at the Black Bull, and his visits to cronies 
of the artistic, hard-drinking set at Keighley and Bradford. 

Emily had most difficulty m finding an outlet for strong 
feelings that were more intense and unworldly in her than in 
any of them. She was uncompromising, inarticulate, and 
troubled by many impulses she did not understand except to feel 
that they were being restrained. She looked with mingled con- 
tempt and pity upon the struggles which were beginning to 
convulse the tender but conventional religious conscience of 
Anne.^* She valued her younger sister’s unquestioning affection, 
though its limitations must have been obvious to her. She ad- 
mired and envied Branwell’s freedom. She looked sympathetic- 
ally but with impatience on Charlotte’s efforts to achieve great- 
ness for them all. She became increasingly uncommunicative, 
living the Gondallife, doing housework, and spending more and 
more time by herself on the moors. . 

Annq,, still a pupil of her aunt and father, was on the whole 
the least perturbed, the most contented of all four. She loved, 
admired, and clung to Emily, loved and perhaps a little feared 
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Charlotte, and regarded the mercurial Branwell with pride. Her 
day was busy with lessons, practice, helping in the kitchen, 
walking on the moors, dreaming her gentle, sentimental dreams, 
enjoying the long delicious hours of making out stories with her 
Gondal partner. Yet even she was not without spiritual con- 
flict. The doctrines of Calvinism in their most cruel and literal 
form were torturing her mind. Anne, most like her mother in 
character, began to show a distressing propensity for self-immo- 
lation, and she lacked the necessary common sense and humour 
to reduce it to reasonable proportions.^^ 

The four Brontes had never been encouraged to express their 
emotions. On the contrary, their father and aunt had told them 
that they should try not to show their feelings in front of 
people. Branwell, who was more spontaneous than his sisters, 
paid little attention to their advice, though even he was most 
himself outside the parsonage. His feelings for Charlotte and 
Emily were already being tempered by respect, not unmingled 
with fear. 

The three sisters, naturally reserved, and denied normal 
emotional outlets, believed it right and proper to conceal emo- 
tion, and turned more and more to the loves and adventures of 
the Anglian and Gondal characters and to their hopes for their 
brilliant brother. In this, girls, aunt, and father were at one, 
and Branwell, persuaded easily that he felt an impulse towards 
greatness, accepted this concentration on his future with cus- 
tomary bonhomie. In his careless, haphazard way, he appreciated 
his sisters’ attitude; many faults were appearing in him, but lack 
of generosity was not one of them. Of all four Brontes, the boy 
alone was undeniably charming. Charlotte was already a little 
hitter, sharp-tongued, almost always on the defensive; Emily’s 
forbidding reserve turned often enough into plain obstinacy and 
rudeness; Anne’s shyness made her almost incoherent whenever 
a stranger appeared; and it is no wonder, when set against these 
unpromising exteriors, that the talkative, perky, and readily 
affectionate Branwell impressed most people with his potential 
brilliance. 

Charlotte, in an introduction to an Angrian tale of October 
1834, describes Branwell, not without friendly malice, as she 
sees him: ‘. . . a low slightly built man attired in a black coat and 
raven grey trousers, his hat placed nearly at the back of his head, 
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revealing a bush of carroty hair so arranged that at the sides it 
projected almost hke two spread hands, a pair of spectacles 
placed across a prominent Roman nose, black neckerchief 
arranged with no great attention to precision, and, to complete 
the picture, a little black rattan flourished in the hand. His 
bearing as he walked was tolerably upright and marked with 
that indescribable swing alway: assumed by those who pride 
themselves on being good peA strians. ... As a Musjcian Jie 
was greater than Bach, as a Poet le surpassed Byron, as a Paintc r, 
Claude Loraine yielded to him, is a Rebel he snatched the palm 
from Alexander Rogue, as a M .Tchant, Edward Percy was 1 is 
inferior, as a Mill (Dwncr, Gra iville came not near him, as a 
Traveller, De Humbolt, Lcdyai i, Mungo Park, etc. etc. never 
braved half his dangers or oven ime half his difficulties.’^^ 

Branwell describes his sisters it this time — in a story written 
by Charlotte. In the story, he n asked if his sisters are as queer 
as he. ‘Oh,’ he replies, ‘they a e miserable silly creatures not 
worth talking about. Charlotte’s eighteen years old, a broad 
dumpy thing, whose head does not come higher than my 
elbow. Emily’s sixteen, lean and scant, with a face about the 
size of a penny, and Anne is nothing, absolutely nothing.’ 
‘What! Is she an idiot?’ he is asked. ‘Next door to it,’ is Bran- 
well’s curt reply. And when an explanation is required of his 
ambition to leave Elaworth, which Charlotte describes as ‘a 
miserable little village, buried in dreary moors and moss-hags 
and marshes’ — he answers that he is ‘not satisfied with being a 
sign-painter in the village as Charlotte and them things were 
with being sempstresses’.^^ 

Here Charlotte put her finger on the truth of their situation. 
She knew well enough that she and her sisters were stagnating. 
She was equally alive to Branwell’s blithe, cocksure determina- 
tion to escape from home and obscurity, and to his opinion of 
his sisters for appearing to endure it — and her affection for 
Branwell could not save her from bitterness. Sempstresses under 
the direction of their aunt at home, cr badly-paid, ill-treated 
governesses away — these appeared as the alternatives before the 
girls. To Charlotte, burning to carve out a place for herself 
and her sisters in the world, a lifetime at home, or years of wait- 
ing for an improbable offer of marriage, seemed intolerable. 
To Emily, antagonistic to all authority and already dependent 
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for health and spirits on the freedom of the moors, working 
under strangers was unthinkable. Anne alone regarded such a 
career with pleasure, for she alone possessed any real affection 
for children; yet of the three sisters she, darhng of aunt and 
father, was least likely to be sent away.^® 

One outlet, apart from their writing, all four Brontes pos- 
sessed in common; for all were reading steadily — the girls being 
now old enough to walk the eight miles to Keighley and back 
to fetch an armful of books from the Mechanics’ Institute 
, library. The periodicals they read included, in addition to the 
inevitable Blackwood's and Fraser s, the British Essayists^ The 
]Ratnbler, The Mirror, and The Lounger Charlotte gives some 
hdea of the books they read, when she writes to Ellen a year after 
her friend’s visit to Haworth. Ellen had asked her what course of 
reading she recommended. Charlotte leaped at the opportunity. 
‘If you like poetry,’ she wrote, ‘let it be first rate, Milton, 
Shakespeare, Thomson, Goldsmith, Pope (if you will, though I 
don’t admire him) Scott, Byron, Campbell, Wordsworth and 
Southey.’ At this point Charlotte thought a word of reassurance 
necessary: ‘Now Ellen don’t be startled at the names of Shakes- 
peare and Byron. Both these were great men and their works are 
like themselves. You will know how to choose the good and 
avoid the evil, the finest passages are always the purest, the bad 
are invariably revolting, you will never wish to read them over 
twice. Omit the Comedies of Shakespeare and the Don Juan, 
perhaps the Cain of Byron, though the latter is a magnificent 
Poem, and read the rest fearlessly. That must indeed be a de- 
praved mind which can gather evil from Henry the 8th, from 
Richard 3rd, from Macbeth and Hamlet and Julius Caesar, 
Scott’s sweet, wild, romantic Poetry can do you no harm, nor 
can Wordsworth’s nor Campbell’s nor Southey’s, the greater 
part at least of his, some is certainly exceptionable. For History 
read Hume, Rollin, and the Universal History if you can — I 
jnever did. For fiction — read Scott alone; all novels after his are 
^worthless. For biography, read Johnson’s Lives of the Poets, 
Boswell’s Life of Johnson, Southey’s Life of Nelson, Lockhart’s 
Life of Burns, Moore’s Life of Sheridan, Moore’s Life of Byron, 
Wolfe’s Remains. For Natural History, read Bewick and 
Audubon, and Goldsmith and White — of Selborne.’^® 

Early the following year Charlotte paid a second visit to 
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Ellen, but she did not tell her friend of the plans being discussed 
in the parsonage. William Robinson thought well of Branwelfs 
progress in portrait-painting; and this was quite enough for 
Branwell to see himself at the Royal Academy. The family, 
eager to see and forward greatness in him, were just as enthusias- 
tic, and, a few months before he had finished his lessons with 
Robinson, Branwell was asking the secretary of the Academy 
if he might join as a student in he autumn of 1835.^® Nor was 
Branwell the only one to be lea /ing the parsonage. Mr. Broi te 
and Miss Branwell decided that Emily, who had become ratl^er 
more than Charlotte could de il with, should prepare herself 
to be a governess or teacher going to school. And this in 
turn decided Charlotte to help replace the money to be spent 
on Branwell and her sister. So, >he tells Ellen in a letter written 
on the second day of July: ‘W‘ arc about to divide, break up, 
separate, Emily is going to scho > 1 , Branwell is going to London 
and I am going to be a Gove "ness. This last determination I 
formed myself, knowing that I should have to take the step 
sometime . . . and knowing also that Papa would have enough 
to do with his limited income should Branwell be placed at the 
Royal Academy, and Emily at Roe Head. Where am I going 
to reside? you will ask — within four miles of yourself, dearest, 
at a place neither of us are wholly unacquainted with, being no 
other than the identical Roe Head mentioned above. Yes I am 
going to teach in the very school where I was myself taught — 
Miss Wooler made me the offer and I preferred it to one or two 
proposals of Private Governess-ship which I had before received. 
:I am sad, very sad at the thoughts of leaving home but Duty — 
Necessity — these are stern mistresses who will not be disobeyed.’*^ 
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Failure of Charlotte's expectations. Emily is sent home. Anne takes her place. Branwell 
fails to enter the Academy. Charlotte's depression and Angrian dreams. Improves 
during holidays hut relapses on return to school. The effect of Cowper. 

'On 29 July 1835, Charlotte returned to Roe Head; this time as 
teacher and with Emily for companion. Both Ellen Nussey 
and Mary Taylor came to see her, and Mary, with customary 
bluntness, asked her friend how she could give so much for so 
little money when she could live without it. Charlotte owned 
that, after clothing herself and her sister, there was nothing 
left, though she had hoped to be able to save something. She 
confessed it was not brilliant, but what could she do?^ 

Even more disappointing to Charlotte was Emily’s reaction to 
school life. She had chosen to return to Roe Head rather than 
to accept more money as private governess because of Emily’s 
companionship, but this expectation, like Charlotte’s hope of 
saving from her salary, proved vain. Within three months 
Emily was back again at the parsonage. She missed the moors, 
and, still more, what they stood for — the freedom of mind and 
action she had been winning steadily at home. She would not 
tell Charlotte what was the matter; she pined in silence; and 
her sister watched the effects of this mental struggle with dismay. 
She saw Emily’s strength failing, her face becoming whiter 
every week, her body thinner, and she was afraid that her sister 
was going into a rapid decline. She felt that Emily would die 
if she did not go home, and she could not rest until her sister 
was sent back to Haworth. Her place was taken by Anne.* 
But the cruellest blow to Charlotte’s hopes was her brother’s 
failure to carry out his part of the plan. What actually happened 
in London is not clear. Branwell certainly went there, having 
memorized the names and positions of all the city streets so 
that before he even left Haworth he could give points to a 
Londoner.* All that is known for certain of his movements in 
London is that he visited, amongst other famous buildings, 

42 



ROE HEAD AGAIN 

Westminster Abbey, which he was later to sketch with accuracy 
from memory;^ and that he frequented the then famous Castle 
Tavern in Holborn, run by the former prize-fighter Tom Spring, 
Prize-fighting was a sport dear to Branwell — he was an ardent 
reader of BeWs Life in London — and at the Castle Tavern he soon 
attracted attention by his knoAvrledge of the sport apd by his 
racy conversation. He met theie a man called Woolvcn, with 
whom he was later to become iriendly.® Apart from this, all is 
mystery. There is no indicatio i that Branwell even took the 
preliminary examination at the Academy. It is possible that he 
was discouraged by the sight c f so many great pictures. At all 
events, he went no further in t ie matter. 

The one hint that Branwell las left about his movements in 
London is to be found in an Ai grian story written by him soon 
afterwards. In this, the hero, w lo in some respects is a glorified 
Branwell, visits London to sti dy art, but docs not enter the 
big art galleries or present his letters of introduction to those 
in charge of them. This, writes Branwell, is because the hero has 
‘an instinctive fear of ending his pleasure by approaching 
reality’.® 

Even the date of Branwell’s visit to London is uncertain. He 
had asked the secretary of the Academy if he might join in 
August or September of 1835, but by December of this year he 
had already written three tunes to the editor of Blackwood's 
Magazine asking, in letters which arc an unpleasant mixture of 
cocksureness and self-abasement, for an opportunity to become a 
contributor. ‘The idea of my striving to aid another periodical’, 
he told the editor, Us horribly repulsive.' He speaks of John 
Wilson: ‘I cannot express, though you can understand, the 
heavenlincss of associations connected with such articles as 
Professor Wilson’s, read and re-read while a little child, with all 
their poetry of language and divine flights into that visionary 
region of imagination which one very young would believe 
reality, and which one entering into manhood would look 
back on as a glorious dream. I speak so, sir, because while a 
child ‘Blackwood’ formed my chief delight, and I feel certain 
that no child before enjoyed reading as I did, because none 
ever had such works as “The Noctes”, “Christmas Dreams”, 
“Christopher in his Sporting Jacket” to read.’ He quotes a 
number of passages he had read, ending with: 
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‘Long, long ago seems the time when we danced hand in hand with 
our golaen-haired sister, whom all that looked on loved. Long, long 
ago, the day on which she died. That hour so far more dreadful than 
any hour which can now darken us on earth, when she, her coffin and 
that velvet pall descended — and descended — slowly — slowly — into 
the horrid clay, and we were borne death-like, and wishing to die, 
out of the •churchyard that from that moment we thought we could 
never enter more.* 

And he comments: ‘Passages like these, sir (and when that last 
was written my sister died) — passages like these, read then and 
remembered now, afford feelings which, I repeat, I cannot 
describe.’ 

Bran well also mentions James Hogg: ‘The writings of that 
man in your numbers,’ he tells the editor, ‘ his speeches in your 
“Noctes”, when I was a child, laid a hold on my mind which 
succeeding years have consecrated into a most sacred feeling.’ 
And he ends this letter: ‘You have lost an able writer in James 
Hogg, and God grant you may gain one in Patrick Branwell 
Bronte.’’ 

Branwell sent yet another letter the following April, together 
with a poem entitled ‘Misery’. He ends: ‘But don’t think, sir, 
that I write nothing but Miseries. My day is far too much in 
the morning for such continual shadow. Nor think either (and 
this I entreat) that I wish to deluge you with poetry. I send it 
because it is soonest read and comes from the heart. If it goes to 
yours, print it, and write to me on the subject of contribution. 
Then I will send prose. But if what I now send is worthless, 
what I have said has only been conceit and folly, yet condemn 

NOT UNHEARD.’® 

But he had no answers to his letters, and, left without Char- 
lotte’s drive and encouragement, he alternated between bouts 
of melancholy and high spirits. The Black Bull saw much of 
him, and so did the set of young artiste and writers in Bradford. 
At home, he made a few desultory attempts at painting, and 
he wrote more Angrian adventures. But he could settle to 
nothing. 

Thus Charlotte’s sacrifice had proved vain. And the position 
at Roe Head for which she was in no way suited (for she was 
not at her ease with children) was made a great deal worse by 
her extreme sense of duty which, with rare exceptions, forbade 
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her to see Ellen and Mary, even though both lived close to 
the school, and both urged her frequently to stay with them. 
When she did go to Ellen’s home, Charlotte found peace. She 
also, though she did not know it, attracted the attention of 
Ellen’s brother Henry. Another brother, George, acted more 
than once as a go-between in carrying letters and packets 
between the girls.® 

At the home of Mary and her lively sister Martha, Charlottes 
Tory principles were rudely handled. Joshua Taylor, a cultured 
and kindly Yorkshireman, whose pleasure it was to drop int^ 
the rough local mannerisms, pro! :sscd the most Radical views in 
politics and religion; and his ('aughter’s guest, heavily oui- 
numbered, was sometimes reduced to tears, though she put up 
a good fight when roused, and freely defended her opinions. 
But although Charlotte’s sense )f humour was often unequal 
to these occasions, she enjoyed herself more often than nor, 
and looked back on her visits to Mary’s home with great 
pleasure. Mr. Taylor spoke and read French almost like a 
native, and with his help she began to study the language seri- 
ously. This interest was to play a considerable part in her future 
plans and in the development of her hfe.^® 

As time passed, Charlotte sank into melancholy. She saw 
little either of Anne or of Miss Wooler. Her neurotic mind fed 
on loneliness. She sat alone in the dark, brooding, until the fear- 
fulness of the images conjured up by her imagination haunted 
her and drove her elsewhere. She could neither sleep at night 
nor attend to her work in the day.^^ 

The uncongeniality of this work; the sense of failure as 
teacher; the realization that her sacrifice in leaving home had 
been\iseless; the knowledge that her salary was barely paying 
for herself and Anne; all this made Charlotte more unhappy. 
Her health, never robust, was weakened by lack of exercise, 
by unwise diet, and by the constant pressure of an extravagant 
imagination. This poor health depressed her spirits, invited 
melancholia.^® And now, at an age when few girls escape 
physical and mental stress, she was assailed by an over-sensitive 
conscience, and a craving for romantic love. 

In fact, the main reason for her unhappiness at Roe Head was 
the gulf between life as it was and life as she would like it to 
be. For years she had been using the Angrian game as a shield 
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to hide the drabness of reaUty. Many a child has acted the same 
way, but few with Charlotte’s intensity. So much the greater, 
then, became her disillusionment when, at Roe Head, with 
httle time or heart for writing, she could not avoid facing the 
apparent hopelessness of her life. The monotony of her long 
days, the dreary round of distasteful teaching and uneasy sleep, 
proved too much for her. All hope of a romantic and colourful 
life retreated. She seemed doomed to mediocrity, frustration, 
and boredom. 

Charlotte did not give up her imaginative world; she tried 
hard to keep it, but it began to lose the power to protect her 
from the world’s coldness, and from her insignificance. As a 
result, she fluctuated between secret outpourings in her diary of 
Angrian hopes and fears, and outbursts of penitence in a style 
much like her aunt’s Methodist magazines. 

First, her diary. She writes: Tt is seven o’clock at night; the 
young ladies are all at their lessons; the schoolroom is quiet, the 
fire is low; a stormy day is at this moment passing off in a mur- 
muring and bleak night. I now assume my own thoughts; my 
mind relaxes from the stretch on which it has been for the last 
twelve hours, and falls back onto the rest which nobody in this 
house knows of but myself. I now, after a day of weary wander- 
ing, return to the ark which for me floats alone on the billows 
of this world’s desolate and boundless deluge. It is strange I 
cannot get used to the ongoings that surround me. I fulfil my 
duties strictly and well ... if the illustration be not profane, — 
as God was not in the fire, nor the wind, nor the earthquake, so 
neither is my heart in the task, the theme, or the exercise. It is 
the still small voice always that comes to me at eventide, that 
. . . takes up my spirit and engrosses all my living feelings, all 
my energies which are not merely mechanical. . . . Haworth and 
home awake sensations which lie dormant elsewhere.’^® 

Later, Charlotte writes: ‘And nov/ once more on a dull Satur- 
day afternoon I sit down to try to summon around me the dim 
shadows, not of coming events, but of incidents long departed, 
of feelings, of pleasures, whose exquisite relish I sometimes fear 
it will never be my lot again to taste .... Pen cannot portray 
the deep interest of the scenes, of the continued train of events, 
I have witnessed in that little room with the low, narrow bed 
and bare white-washed walls twenty miles away . . , , There 
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have I sat on the low bedstead, my eyes fixed on the window, 
through which appeared no other landscape than a monotonous 
stretch of moorland and a grey church tower rising from the 
centre of a church-yard so filled with graves that the rank weeds 
and coarse grass scarce had room to shoot up between the monu- 
ments .... A long tale was perliaps then evolving itself in my 
mind, the history of an ancient and aristocratic family .... My 
dream shifted to some distant cit) , some huge imperial metropo- 
hs, where the descendants of the last noblemen, the young lords 
and ladies, shine in gay circles . . faces looking up, eyes smilinu;, 
and lips moving in audible speeches that I knew better almost 
than my brother and sister . . there they are before me; n 
throngs, in crowds they com'% they go, they speak, they 
beckon, and that not like airy j liantoms, but as noblemen ai»d 
ladies of flesh and blood ....!< annot write of them; except in 
total sohtude, I scarce dare thinl of them.’^^ 

Again Charlotte scribbles in Her diary: ‘All this day I have 
been in a dream, half miserable, half ecstatic .... I had been 
toiling for nearly an hour with Miss Lister, Miss Marriot, and 
Ellen Cook, striving to teach them the distinction between an 
article and a substantive. The parsing lesson was completed; a 
dead silence had succeeded it in the schoolroom, and I sat sink- 
ing from irritation and weariness into a kind of lethargy. The 
thought came over me; Am I to spend all the best part of my 
life in this wretched bondage, forcibly suppressing my rage at 
the idleness, the apathy, and the hyperbolical and most asinine 
stupidity of these fat-headed oafs, and of compulsion assuming 
an air of kindness, patience and assiduity? Must I from day to 
day sit chained to this chair, prisoned within these four bare 
walls, while these glorious summer suns are burning in heaven 
and the year is revolving in its richest glow? Stung to the heart 
with this reflection, I started up and mechanically walked to the 
window. A sweet August morning was smiling without. The 
dew was not yet dried off the field, the early shadows were 
stretching cool and dim from the hay-stacks and the roots of the 
grand old oaks and thorns scattered along the sunk fence. All 
was still except the murmur of the scribes about me over their 
tasks. I flung up the sash. An uncertain sound of inexpressible 
sweetness came on a dying gale from the south. I looked in that 
direction ... I listened — ‘the sound sailed full and liquid down 
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ings that you can have no participation in, that few, very few 
people in the world can at all understand. I don’t pride myself 
on these peculiarities, I strive to conceal and suppress them as 
much as I can, but they burst out sometimes, and then those 
who see the explosion despise me, and I hate myself for days 
afterwards.’^^ 

And again she turns on herself: ‘We are going to have 
prayers,’ she finishes abruptly, ‘so I can write no more of this 
trash, yet it is too truc.’^® 

The battle went on in Charlotte’s mind, between the safe and 
placid, and the romantic and unknown. She felt the existence of 
a barrier between Ellen, serene and peaceful, and herself. She 
tried repeatedly to break it down and relieve her troubled mind. 
The true difference between them she did not suspect. ‘I will 
no longer shrink from your questions,’ she tells her friend. ‘I do 
wish to be better than I am. I pray fervently sometimes to be 
made so. I have stings of conscience — ^visitings of remorse — 
glimpses of Holy, inexpressible things, which formerly I used 
to be a stranger to.’^® Then, thinking this may suggest that she 
considers herself one of the elect, Charlotte hurriedly breaks out: 
‘Do not mistake me, Ellen, do not think I am good, I only wish 
to be so, I only hate my former flippancy and forwardness. O ! 
I am no better than I ever was. I am in that state of horrid, 
gloomy uncertainty, that at this moment I would submit to be 
old, grey-haired, to have passed all my youthful days of enjoy- 
ment and be tottering on the verge of the grave, if I could only 
thereby ensure the prospect of reconcilement to God, and Re- 
demption through His Son’s merits. I never was exactly careless 
of these matters, but I have always taken a clouded and repulsive 
view of them; and now, if possible, the clouds are gathering 
darker, and a more oppressive despondency weighs continually 
on my spirits. You have cheered me, my darling; for one 
moment, for an atom of time, I thought I might call you my 
own sister, in the spirit, but the excitement is past, and I am now 
as wretched as ever. This very night I will pray as you wish me. 
May the Almighty hear me compassionately! and I humbly 
trust He will — for you will strengthen my polluted petition 
with your own pure requests.’®* 

Ellen, moved by this uncritical admiration, and eager, like 
most young women, to improve others, did her gentle best to 
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draw her friend to the Hght. On rare occasions she appeared on 
the point of succeeding: ‘I will not tell you all I think and feel 
about you, Ellen,’ wrote Charlotte in one of her softer moments. 
1 will preserve unbroken that reserve which alone enables me 
to maintain a decent character for judgment; but for that, I 
should long ago have been set down by all who know me as a 
Frenchified fool. You have been very kind to me of late, and 
gentle, and you have spared mt those little sallies of ridicule 
which, owing to my miserable and wretched touchiness cf 
character, used formerly to male me wince as if I had bee i 
touched with a hot iron: things tiiat nobody else cares for enter 
into my mind and rankle there lil c venom. I know these feeling, s 
are absurd and therefore I try to hide them but they only sting 
the deeper for concealment. Tm an idiot 

And she concludes: ‘Ellen, I wish I could live with you 
always, I begin to cling to you i lore fondly than ever I did. Tf 
we had but a cottage and a competency of our own I do think 
we might live and love on till Death, without being dependent 
on any third person for happiness. — Farewell my own dear 
Ellen. 

When Charlotte went home for the holidays, many of her 
doubts and torments fell away; and in the summer of 1836, when 
Ellen and the four Brontes were all at Haworth, she regained 
much of her common sense and cheerfulness. The young people, 
sometimes four, sometimes five of them, spent happy weeks 
together. The Brontes were beginning to feel conscious of their 
powers, they laughed at Branwell’s witticisms and verbal 
battles with Charlotte, played the piano, sang, analysed books 
and articles and their writers, talked freely in the house, and 
walked over the moors day after day with much high spirits and 
good companionship. The evening march in the dining-room, 
a habit learned at school, was in keeping with their holiday 
mood; they walked round the table in pairs, Emily and Anne, 
Charlotte and Ellen, with arms linked or round each other’s 
waist, except when Charlotte, in a spurt of high spirits, broke 
away for a moment and made a pirouette before returning to 
her companion.^’ 

But when she went back to Roe Head, Charlotte quickly 
relapsed into depression. She began once more to analyse her 
feelings; T feel in a strange state of mind,’ she told Ellen, ‘still 
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gloomy but not despairing. I keep trying to do right, checking 
wrong feelings, repressing wrong thoughts — but still — every 
instant I find myself going astray. I have a constant tendency 
to scorn people who are far better than I am — a horror at the 
idea of becoming one of a certain set — a dread lest if I made 
the slightest profession I should sink at once into Phariseeism, 
merge wholly into the ranks of the self-righteous. In writing 
at this moment I feel an irksome disgust at the idea of using a 
single phrase that sounds like religious cant — I abhor myself — 
I despise myself— if the Doctrine of Calvin be true I am already 
an outcast. You cannot imagine how hard, rebellious and in- 
tractable all my feelings are. When I begin to study on the 
subject I almost grow blasphemous, atheistical in my senti- 
ments. . . 

After this confession Charlotte becomes fearful that even the 
loyal and devoted Ellen may become too shocked. ‘Don’t desert 
me, don’t be horrified at me — you know what I am — I wish I 
could see you my darling, I have lavished the warmest affections 
of a very hot, tenacious heart upon you. If you grow cold — it’s 
over.’^® 

These letters to Ellen show that Charlotte, in her morbid 
state, had fallen a temporary victim to the bleak threat of 
Calvinism embodied in her aunt’s teaching. She dissected the 
motives behind every action, and imagined unforgivable sins. 
Nor was her aunt alone responsible for Charlotte’s pessimism. 
|The Brontes had known and loved Cowper’s poems since they 
jwere children, and his Castaway became a favourite with them 
(all. This poem, with much of Cowper’s other writings, rein- 
forced Miss Branwell’s Methodist teaching and literature, and 
presented the impressionable, introspective children with the 
possibihty of eternal damnation.®® 

Emily alone, accepting no guidance — ^least of all that of her 
aunt — in her religion, rejected the doctrine of predestination. 
Branwell, unstable, and incHned to fits of melancholy, for a 
time read little else but Cowper, and practically appropriated 
his Castaway] and often suffered bad attacks of conscience.®^ 
Anne, who had quickly developed a morbidly delicate reUgious 
conscience, read and loved the poet; and when she thought 
about Cowper’s dreadful conviction that he was damned — this 
man, so much greater and more worthy of a heaven than her- 
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self— she began in her sohtary moments to suffer terrible distress 
of mind. Charlotte, in good health and spirits, had too robust a 
common sense to succumb to such a doctrine; but at Roe Head, 
low health and depression gave these fears insidious force. ‘I 
know not how to pray,’ she told Ellen, ‘I cannot bind my life 
to the grand end of doing good. [ go on constantly seeking my 
own pleasure, pursuing the gratification of my own desires, t 
forget God and will not God foiget me?’®^ 

She saw little of Anne at Roe Head — for the same extremi' 
sense of duty that stopped Chari )ttc from taking advantage o>^" 
her friends’ hospitality forbade Uer also to spend much span* 
time with her sister. Yet the co istant society of Anne would 
have proved a mixed blessing; f or although she was only six - 
teen, her pensiveness had alread ^ begun to resolve itself into 
a deep melancholy. 

Charlotte may well have had A me as well as her aunt in mind 
when she told Ellen of ‘the melancholy state I now live in, un- 
certain that I have ever felt true contrition, wandering in thought 
and deed, longing for holiness which I shall never, never attain 

— smitten at times to the heart with the conviction that ’s 

ghastly Calvinistic doctrines are true — darkened in short by the 
very shadows of Spiritual Death 

This was just before Christmas 1836, and Charlotte was able 
to turn to more cheerful, if not more healthy, thoughts. She 
wrote: ‘I trust ere another three weeks elapse I shall again 
have my comforter beside me, under the roof of my own dear 
quiet home. If I could always live with you and daily read the 
Bible with you, if your lips and mine could at the same time 
drink the same draught from the same pure fountain of mercy, 

I hope, I trust, I might one day become better, far better, than 
my evil wandering thoughts, my corrupt heart, cold to the 
spirit and warm to the flesh, will now permit me to be.’®^ 


B 
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Charlotte and Branwell seek advice about their writings. Southey's reply. Emily and 
Branwellgo to work. Emily s first poems. Anne^ Emily and Branwell all return home. 

Charlotte leaves Miss Wooler. Visit of the Taylors. 

At home tliis Christmas, Charlotte, anxious to escape from Roe 
Head and a life of teaching, decided to seek the opinion of some 
eminent author about her writings. Branwell was also eager to 
.have an opinion on his work, so they agreed that he should 
write to Wordsworth, and Charlotte to Southey, the Poet 
Laureate. They both enclosed some verses with their letters. 

Southey thought Charlotte’s letter ‘flighty’,^ and did not reply 
to it until the spring, when she was back at Roe Head. His 
advice was not encouraging; he described it to a friend as ‘a 
dose of cooling admonition’.^ 

‘You evidently possess’, he wrote, ‘and to no inconsiderable 
degree, what Wordsworth calls the faculty of verse. I am not 
depreciating it when I say that in these times it is not rare. Many 
volumes of poems are now published every year without 
attracting public attention, any one of which, if it had appeared 
half a century ago, would have obtained a high reputation for 
its author. Whoever, therefore, is ambitious of distinction in 
this way ought to be prepared for disappointment. But it is 
not with a view to distinction that you should cultivate this 
talent, if you consult your own happiness. I, who have made 
literature my profession and devoted my life to it, and have 
never for a moment repented of the deliberate choice, think 
myself, nevertheless, bound in duty to caution every young 
man who applies as an aspirant to me for encourageiiient and 
advice against taking so perilous a course. You will say that a 
woman has no need of such a caution; there can be no peril in 
it for her. In a certain sense this is true; but thfere is a danger of 
which I would, with all kindness and all earnestness, warn you. 
The day dreams in which you habitually indulge are Ukely to 
induce a distempered state of mind; and, in proportion as all 
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the ordinary uses of the world seem to you flat and unprofitable, 
you will be unfitted for them without becoming fitted for any- 
thing else. Literature cannot be the business of a woman’s Ufe, 
and it ought not to be. The more she is engaged in her proper 
duties, the less leisure will she have for it, even as an accompUsh- 
ment and a recreation. To these duties you have not been called, 
and when you are you will be le>s eager for celebrity. You will 
not seek in imagination for ex( itcment, of which the vicissi- 
tudes of this life, and the anxicaes from which you must not 
hope to be exempted, be your state what it may, will bring 
with them but too much. But c o not suppose that I disparage 
the gift wliich you possess, noi that I would discourage you 
from exercising it. I only exhor . you so to think of it, and so 
to use it, as to render it conduciv( to your own permanent good. 
Write poetry for its own sake; i ot in a spirit of emulation, and 
not with a view to celebrity; th'* less you aim at that the more 
likely you will be to deserve and finally to obtain it. So written, 
it is wholesome both for the heart and soul; it may be made the 
surest means, next to religion, of soothing the mind, and ele- 
vating it. You may embody in it your best thoughts and your 
wisest feelings, and in so doing discipline and strengthen them. 
Farewell, madam. It is not because I have forgotten that I was 
once young myself, that I write to you in this strain; but because 
I remember it. You will neither doubt my sincerity, nor my 
goodwill; and, however ill what has here been said may accord 
with your present views and temper, the longer you live the 
more reasonable it will appear to you. Though I may be an un- 
gracious adviser, you will allow me, therefore, to subscribe 
myself, with the best wishes for your happiness here and here- 
after, your true friend.’^ 

Charlotte, who had long since given up hope of a reply, was 
not unduly depressed by Southey’s letter. She wrote of it: 
‘Southey’s advice to be kept for ever. My twenty-first birthday, 
Roe Head, April 21, 1837.’^ She also replied, gratefully, but 
with a touch of asperity. 

‘I cannot rest till I have answered your letter,’ she wrote, 
‘even though by addressing you a second time I should appear 
a little intrusive; but I must thank you for the kind and wise 
advice you have condescended to give me. I had not ventured 
to hope for such a reply; so considerate in its tone, so noble in 
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its Spirit. I must suppress what I feel, or you will think me 
fooHshly enthusiastic. At the first perusal of your letter I felt 
only shame and regret that I had ever ventured to trouble you 
with my crude rhapsody; I felt a painful heat rise to my face 
when I thought of the quires of paper I had covered with what 
once gave me so much dehght, but which now was only a 
source of confusion; but after I had thought a little, and read it 
again and again, the prospect seemed to clear. You do not forbid 
me to write; you do not say that what I write is utterly destitute 
of merit. You only warn me against the folly of neglecting real 
duties for the sake of imaginative pleasures; of writing for the 
love of fame; for the selfish excitement of emulation. You kindly 
allow me to write poetry for its own sake, providing I leave un- 
done nothing which I ought to do, in order to pursue that single, 
absorbing exquisite gratification. I am afraid, sir, you think me 
very foolish. I know the first letter I wrote to you was all 
senseless trash from beginning to end; but I am not altogether 
the idle, dreaming being it would seem to denote. My father 
is a clergyman of limited though competent income, and I am 
the eldest of his children. He expended quite as much in my 
education as he could afford injustice to the rest. I thought it there- 
fore my duty, when I left school, to become a governess. In that 
capacity I find enough to occupy my thoughts all day long, and 
my head and hands too, without having a moment’s time for one 
dream of the imagination. In the evenings, I confess, I do think, 
but I never trouble any one else with my thoughts. I carefully 
avoid any appearance of preoccupation and eccentricity, which 
might lead those I live amongst to suspect the nature of my 
pursuits. Following my father’s advice — who from my child- 
hood has counselled me, just in the wise and friendly tone of 
your letter — I have endeavoured not only attentively to observe 
all the duties a woman ought to fulfill, but to feel deeply in- 
terested in them. I don’t always succeed, for sometimes when 
I’m teaching or sewing I would rather be reading or writing; 
but I try to deny myself; and my father’s approbation amply 
rewarded me for the privation. Once more allow me to thank 
you with sincere gratitude. I trust I shall never more feel am- 
bitious to see my name in print; if the wish should rise. I’ll look 
at Southey’s letter and suppress it. It is honour enough for me 
that I have written to him, and received an answer. That letter 

5 ^ 



THE END OF ROE HEAD 

is consecrated; no one shall ever see it but papa and my brothers 
and sisters . . . your advice shall not be wasted, however sorrow- 
fully and reluctantly it may at first be followed.’® 

Southey replied within a few days: ‘Your letter has given me 
great pleasure,’ he wrote, ‘and I should not forgive myself if I 
did not tell you so. You have received admonition as con- 
siderately and as kindly as it w.is given. Let me now request 
that, if you ever should come t( these Lakes while I am living 
here, you will let me see you. Yo u would then think of me afte5 - 
wards with the more good-will because you would then pe>- 
ceive that there is neither sever ty nor moroseness in the sta e 
of mind to which years and ol servation have brought me. It 
is, by God’s mercy, in our po ver to attain a degree of self- 
government, which is essential tc our own happiness, and contri- 
butes greatly to that of those . round us. Take care of over- 
excitement, and endeavour to keep a quiet mind (even for 
your health it is the best advict that can be given you): your 
moral and spiritual improvement will then keep pace with the 
culture of your intellectual powers.’® 

Southey believed that Charlotte would think kindly of him as 
long as she lived;’ and it is certainly true that, even though she 
did not follow his advice, she was grateful for the interest he had 
shown in her. Branwell had not even this consolation; but he 
had only himself to blame. The verses he enclosed in his letter 
to Wordsworth closely resembled the poet’s Intimations of 
Immortality. This was not tactful, nor was the form of the letter 
likely to please. 

‘I most earnestly entreat you to read and pass your judgment 
upon what I have sent you,’ he wrote, ‘because from the day 
of my birth to this nineteenth year of my life I have lived among 
secluded hills, where I could neither know what I was or what 
I could do. I read for the same reason that I ate or drank, be- 
cause it was a real craving of nature. I wrote on the same prin- 
ciple as I spoke — out of the impulse and feelings of the mind; 
nor could I help it, for what came, came out, and there was an 
end of it. For as to self-conceit, that could not receive food from 
flattery, since to this hour not half-a-dozen people in the world 
know that I have ever penned a line. But a change has taken 
place now, sir; and I am arrived at an age wherein I must do 
something for myself; the powers I possess must be exercised 
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to a definite end, and as I don’t know them myself 1 must ask 
of others what they arc worth. Yet there is not one here to 
tell me; and still, if they are worthless, time will henceforth he 
too precious to be wasted on them. Do pardon me, sir, that I 
have ventured to come before one whose works I have most 
loved in our literature, and who most has been with me a 
divinity of the mind, laying before him one of my writings, 
and asking of him a judgment of its contents. I must come be- 
fore one from whose sentence there is no appeal; and such a 
one is he who has developed the theory of poetry as well as its 
practice, and both in such a way as to claim a place in the 
memory of a thousand years to come. My aim, sir, is to push 
out into the open world, and for this I trust not poetry alone; 
that might launch the vessel, but could not bear her on. Sensible 
and scientific prose, bold and vigorous efforts in my walk in 
life, would give further title to the notice of the world; and 
then again poetry ought to brighten and crown that name with 
glory. But nothing of all this can be even begun without means, 
and as I don’t possess these, I must in every shape strive to gain 
them. Surely, in this day, when there is not a writing poet 
worth a sixpence, the field must be open, if a better man can 
step forward. What I send you is the Prefatory Scene of a much 
longer subject, in which I have striven to develop strong passions 
and weak principles struggling with a high imagination and 
acute feeUngs, till, as youth hardens towards age, evil deeds 
and short enjoyments end in mental misery and bodily ruin. 
Now, to send you the whole of this would be a mock upon 
your patience; what you see does not even pretend to be more 
than the description of an imaginative child. But read it, sir; 
and, as you would hold a light to one in utter darkness — as you 
value your own kind-heartedness — return me an answer, if but 
one word, telHng me whether I should write on, or write no 
more. Forgive undue warmth, because my feelings in this 
matter cannot be cool; and believe me, sir, with deep respect, 
your really humble servant.’® 

This letter disgusted Wordsworth, who thought it grossly 
flattering to himself and abusive of other poets, including 
Southey.® 

So Charlotte, hoping that she would never again feel the 
wish to see her work in print, and Branwell, cast down by 
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yet another unanswered letter, took up once more their accus- 
tomed round. Charlotte was handicapped by her work at Roe 
Head, but she continued to write her Angrian tales, while, at 
the Parsonage, Branwell wrote more furiously than ever. He 
had recently joined the Masonic Lodge of the Three Graces, as 
Secretary, Organist, and Junior Warden; and as the Lodge held 
its meetings at the Black Bull, h( now had an official excuse for 
frequent calls at the inn. He also continued to visit Bradford 
and Halifax whenever he could lersuade his father to give him. 
'money. He still read a great d< al at home and in the libraries 
of the Mechanics’ Institutes the i coming into favour in town 
and village. He also played the c rgan in Haworth church when 
the mood took him, and dabble 1 with his painting in the littie 
room he had converted into a studio on the parsonage first 
floor;^^ and, as relaxation from Angria, he wrote poems, 
mostly sombre and bizarre, but showing promise.’^ 

Charlotte was without her brother’s distractions. She had to 
endure as well as she could the routine, loneliness, and uncon- 
gcniality of school life. She did not in fact endure these things 
very well. No sooner had she returned with Anne than she 
learned that Ellen was to spend several months away, in London 
and Bath : ‘Why are we to be divided?’ she asked herself as much 
as her friend. ‘Surely, Ellen, it must be because we are in danger 
of loving each other too well — of losing sight of the Creator in 
idolatry of the creature. At first I could not say “Thy will be 
done.” I felt rebellious; but I know it was wrong to feel so. 
Being left a moment alone this morning, I prayed so fervently 
to be enabled to resign myself to ei/ery decree of God’s will — 
though it should be dealt forth with a far severer hand than the 
present disappointment. Since then, I have felt calmer and 
humbler — and consequently happier. Last Sunday I took up my 
Bible in a gloomy frame of mind; I began to read; a feeling 
stole over me such as I have not known for many long years — 
a sweet, placid sensation like those that I remember used to visit 
me when I was a little child, and on Sunday evenings in summer 
stood by the open window reading the life of a certain French 
nobleman who attained a purer and higher degree of sanctity 
than has been known since the days of the early Martyrs. I 
thought of my own Ellen — I wished she had been near me that 
I might have told her how happy I was, how bright and glorious 
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the pages of God’s holy word seemed to me. But the ''foretaste** 
passed away and sin returned/^® 

Early in the summer the school moved to Heald’s House, on 
the low-lying Dewsbury Moor — a place which soon began to 
affect the health of both sisters. In August, the visits of Char- 
lotte’s other friends, Mary Taylor and her sister Martha, also 
stopped for some weeks, and her appeals to Ellen to return grew 
almost desperate: ‘ IVhen will you come home?* she asks, 'Come — 
Come .... Saturday after Saturday comes round and I can have 
no hope of hearing your knock at the door and then being told 
that “Miss Ellen Nussey is come”. O dear, in this monotonous 
life of mine that was a pleasant event. 

Her comments on Miss Wooler showed that Charlotte’s em- 
ployer was not to escape criticism. ‘I am again at Dewsbury 
Moor engaged in the old business teach — teach — teach,’ Char- 
lotte informs the still absent Ellen, ‘Miss Eliza Wooler and Mrs. 
Wooler are coming here next Christmas. Miss Wooler will 
then relinquish the school in favour of her sister Eliza — but I 
am happy to say the worthy dame will continue to reside in the 
house, with all her faults I should be sorry indeed to part with 
her.’^® 

In the autumn Emily again left the parsonage — this time to 
teach in Elizabeth Patchett’s school at Law Hill near Halifax. 
Branwell, not to be outdone, obtained a situation as teacher in 
a nearby school. 

For the first time all four Brontes were away from home. 
But not for long. Within a few months Branwell was back at 
Haworth,^® and Emily soon followed him. 

Of Emily’s brief employment at Law HiU little is known; 
but her unhappiness there cannot have been entirely due to her 
peculiarities. Her extreme reserve with strangers was noticed; 
but so, too, was her generosity and considcrateness towards 
those whom she liked. Charlotte drew a gloomy picture of the 
life Emily was leading. ‘My sister Emily’, she told Ellen on 
2 October, ‘has gone into a situation as teacher in a large school 
of near forty pupils, near Halifax. I have had one letter from 
her since her departure; it gives an appalUng account of her 
duties — ^hard labour from six in the morning until near eleven 
at night, with only one half-hour of exercise between. This is 
slavery. I fear she will never stand it.’^’ 
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Charlotte was right — Emily could not stand it. Yet she 
remained at Law Hill longer than her sister thought possible. It 
is difficult to say how much of her second failure to stay away 
from home was due to overwork — which the loyal Charlotte 
may have exaggerated — and how much to Emily’s misery when- 
‘ ever she felt confined. Freedom was the very breath of life to 
Emily. The girl who dealt cheerfully with the household tasks 
at the parsonage, who would oi twalk and outstay the other^, 
who would confront the roui,h tramp and master fierce 
animals without fear — this Emil /, at Roe Head, and again at 
Law Hill, sank into hopeless dc pondency and had to be sent 
home before she became a C( mplete physical and mental 
wreck. 

During the weary months a\ ^ay from home Emily wrote 
lyrics which, even more than th» Gondal poems she had begun 
to compose, gave her the comfojt of self-expression.^^ In them 
she was concerned chiefly to n lieve her heart of its home- 
sickness: 

A little while, a little while 
The noisy crowd are barred away; 

And I can sing and I can smile — 

A little while Vve holyday! 

Where wilt thou go my harassed heart? 

Full many a land invites thee now; 

And places near and far apart 
Hold rest for thee, my weary brow — 

There is a spot mid barren hills 
Where winter howls and driving rain 
But if the dreary tempest chills 
There is a light that warms again. 

The house is old, the trees are bare 
And moonless bends the misty dome 
But what on earth is half so dear — 

So longed for as the hearth of home? 

The mute bird sitting on the stone. 

The dank moss dripping from the wall. 

The garden-walk with weeds 6* er-grown 
I love them — how I love them all! 
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Miss Wooler, returned to the school. During this Christmas, 
however, the faithful Tabby slipped and broke her leg. Miss 
Branwell said that she must be sent home, and a new servant 
engaged. The Bronte children did not agree. They determined 
that, as Tabby had nursed and cared for them, they would do as 
much for her in her old age. As a protest against their aunt’s 
decision they decided to begin a hunger strike. They worked, 
but would not eat, until Miss Branwell gave way. Then the 
girls were kept busy, but happy, looking after the house and 
the invalid.^* 

Charlotte did not stay much longer at the school. She became 
more and more unwell, until her state was little better than 
Anne’s. Although the sisters had not seen a great deal of each 
other at the school, Anne’s departure broke Charlotte’s one 
link with home and made her feel less able than ever to deal with 
her depression. Her relationship with Miss Wooler had been 
seriously strained because of their difference over Anne, and 
Charlotte could never feel the same again towards her. At the 
end of the first term of 1838 she left Heald’s House for good. 
Ellen is told of her friend’s last days at school: 1 stayed as long 
as I was able,’ Charlotte wrote, ‘and at length I neither could 
nor dared stay any longer. My health and spirits had utterly 
failed me, and the medical man I consulted enjoined me, if I 
valued my Ufe, to go home. So home I went; the change has at 
once roused and soothed me, and I am now, I trust, fairly in the 
way to be myself again. A calm and even mind like yours, 
Ellen, cannot conceive the feelings of the shattered wretch who 
is now writing to you, when, after weeks of mental and bodily 
anguish not to be described, something like tranquilhty and ease 
began to dawn again. I will not enlarge on the subject; to me, 
every recollection of the past half-year is painful.’^® 

That summer, when Emily was also at home, Mary Taylor 
and her sister Martha stayed at the parsonage. Their gaiety was 
infectious and everyone felt brighter The Brontes were glad to 
be together again, and even Mr. Bronte and Miss Branwell 
looked benevolently on the high spirits of the young people. 
These few days in June 1838 must take their place as some 
of the happiest and liveliest ever known in the Brontes’ home. 
‘Martha’, reported Charlotte, ‘has kept in a constant flow of 
good-humour during her stay here, and has consequently been 
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very fascinating .... They are making such a noise about me I 
cannot write any more, Mary is playing on the piano; Martha is 
chattering as fast as her little tongue can run; and Branwell is 
standing before her, laughing at her vivacity.’ 

But Charlotte, who was rarely without a worry, was dis- 
turbed by Mary’s health: ‘Her lively spirits and bright colour 
might delude you into thinking chat all was well,’ Charlotte re- 
marked; ‘But she breathes shor , has a pain in her chest, and 
frequent flushings of fever. I cai not tell you what agony these 
symptoms give me. They remiml me strongly of my two sisters 
whom no power of medicine could save.’^’ The deaths of Mar a 
and Elizabeth were never far fr( m her mind. She feared death 
for herself and for those she love 1, and she always believed th;.t 
consumption was the danger. Tl is fear, only too well-founded, 
was never to leave Charlotte, and a great deal of her youth was 
sobered by it. 

One evening, in the dining-room, Mary said that someone had 
asked her what her religion was, and she had replied that this 
was between God and herself. Emily, who was lying on the 
hearth-rug, looked up at this, and said ‘That’s right.’ These two 
words were Emily’s only contribution to the subject.^® 
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Effect of BranweWs jailure on his sisters. Anne goes to work. Charlotte becomes a 
governess. Her suitors. She abandons Angria. The differences between the work of 
Charlotte and Branwell. Emily begins to write lyrics. The troubles of Anne. Branwell 
meets Hartley Coleridge. His translation of Horace approved. 

Branwell, having had no success as a writer or schoolmaster, 
now turned again to his portrait painting. He resumed lessons 
with Robinson in Leeds. Then he decided to set up for himself, 
and rented a studio in Fountain Street, Bradford.^ He did in 
fact paint some portraits; but not enough and not well enough; 
he spent far too much time in the Bull’s Head and at the George 
Hotel, where most of his set congregated.^ This venture only 
lasted a few months. 

In the spring of 1839 Branwell returned home abruptly, 
leaving a friend to complete his last work and pay overdue 
rent.* This unsuccessful fling was yet another drain on the 
family resources; and, as a direct consequence of it, the three girls 
had no sooner come together at home again than they had to 
think once more of looking about for posts. Charlotte and Anne 
both began making inquiries; Emily, Charlotte felt, would best 
help by looking after the housework, since it was clear that she 
could not bear any prolonged absence from Haworth. The idea 
that Anne should go was her own entirely; everyone was against 
it. But the youngest Bronte displayed an unexpected obstinacy, 
and, after considerable demur from Miss Branwell, Mr. Bronte, 
and Charlotte, she had her way.* She was, in fact, the first to 
obtain a post. She arranged to begin on 8 April as governess to 
the two elder children of Mrs. Ingham of Blake Hall, Mirfield. 

A month before Anne left home, Charlotte had an unexpected 
chance to escape from teaching. A letter came for her from 
Henry Nussey — now curate at Donnington in Sussex. She said 
nothing to EUen about it, and after a week, Ellen, her curiosity 
overcoming her, wrote to ask if Charlotte had received the 
letter. Yes, Charlotte replied, and the contents of the letter had 
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rather surprised her. 1 kept them to myself, and unless you 
had questioned me on the subject, I would never have adverted 
to it. Henry says he is comfortably situated at Donnington, that 
his health is much improved, and that it is his intention to take 
pupils after Easter. He then intimates that in due course he 
should want a wife to look after his pupils, and frankly asks me 
to be that wife. Altogether the letter is written without cant or 
flattery, and in a common-sense si ylc which does credit to his 
judgment. Now, my dear Ellen, there were in this proposal 
some things which might have p 'oved a strong temptation. I 
thought if I were to marry Henr) Nussey, his sister could Hve 
with me, and how happy I should be. But again I asked myself 
two questions. Do I love him as much as a woman ought to 
love the man she marries? Am I the person best qualified to 
make him happy? Alas ! Ellen, m / conscience answered no to 
both these questions. I felt that though I esteemed, though I had 
a kindly leaning towards him, beca use he is an amiable and well- 
disposed man, yet I had not, and could not have, that intense 
attachment which would make mo willing to die for him; and, 
if ever I marry, it must be in that light of adoration that I will 
regard my husband. Ten to one I shall never have the chance 
again; but nimporte. Moreover, I was aware that Henry knew so 
little of me he could hardly be conscious to whom he was writing. 
Why, it would startle him to see me in my natural home charac- 
ter; he would think I was a wild, romantic enthusiast indeed. I 
could not sit all day long making a grave face before my hus- 
band. I would laugh, and satirise, and say whatever came into 
my head first. And if he were a clever man, and loved me, the 
whole world weighed in the balance against his smallest wish 
would be light as air. Could I, knowing my mind to be such as 
that, conscientiously say that I would take a grave, quiet young 
man like Henry? No, it would have been deceiving him, and 
deception of that sort is beneath me.’*^ 
charlotte had replied to Henry Nussey a week earlier: ‘Before 
answering your letter you are aware that I have many reasons 
to feel grateful to your family, that I have peculiar reasons for 
affection towards one at least of your sisters, and also that I 
highly esteem yourself— do not therefore accuse me of wrong 
motives when I say that my answer to your proposal must be a 
decided negative. I have no personal repugnance to the idea of a 
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union with you, but I feel convinced that mine is not the sort 
of disposition calculated to form the happiness of a man like 
you.’® 

Having said as much, Charlotte was unable to resist the 
temptation to tell Henry Nussey exactly what kind of wite he 
really wanted. 

‘It has always been my habit’, she continued gravely, ‘to 
study the characters of those amongst whom I chance to be 
thrown, and I think I know yours and can imagine what descrip- 
tion of woman would suit you for a wife. The character should 
not be too marked, ardent, and original, her temper should be 
mild, her piety undoubted, her spirits even and cheerful, and her 
personal attractions sufficient to please your eyes and gratify your 
just pride. As for me, you do not know me; I am not the 
serious, grave, cool-headed individual you suppose; you would 
think me romantic and eccentric; you would say I was satirical 
and severe. However, I scorn deceit, and I will never, for the 
sake of attaining the distinction of matrimony and escaping the 
stigma of an old maid, take a worthy man whom I am conscious 
I cannot render happy.’’ 

A few weeks later Anne set off to take up her first post. 

*Poor child!’ wrote Charlotte to Ellen, ‘She left us last 
Monday — no one went with her — it was her own wish that she 
might be allowed to go alone, as she thought she could manage 
better and summon more courage if thrown entirely upon her 
own resources. We have had one letter from her since she went 
— she expresses herself very well satisfied, and says that Mrs. 
Ingham is extremely kind; the two eldest children alone are 
under her care, the rest are confined to the nursery — with which 
and its occupants she has nothing to do. Both her pupils are 
desperate Httle dunces — neither of them can read and sometimes 
they even profess a profound ignorance of their alphabet. The 
worst of it is the little monkies are excessively indulged and she 
is not empowered to inflict any punishment — she is requested 
when they misbehave themselves to inform their Mama — which 
she says is utterly out of the question as in that case she might 
be making complaints from morning till night. So she alter- 
nately scolds, coaxes and threatens, sticks always to her first word 
and gets on as well as she can.® I hope she’ll do, you would be 
astonished to see what a sensible, clever letter she writes. It is. 
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only the talking part that I fear — but I do seriously apprehend 
that Mrs. Ingham will sometimes consider that she has a natural 
impediment of speech.’® 

Two months later, Charlotte left to take up her first position 
as private governess — to the children of John Benson Sidgwick 
of Stonegappe near Skip ton. The post was a temporary one 
— which, as it happened, was just as well, for it is clear that 
Charlotte’s stay at Stonegappe w m\d in any event have been 
short-hved. Charlotte and her emjdoycrs did not see eye to eye. 
She comments on the children \n a letter to Emily, ‘more 
riotous, perverse, unmanageable « ubs never grew. As for cor- 
recting them I quickly found that was entirely out of the ques- 
tion: they are to do as they likc.’^^ And of their mother, she tells 
her sister: ‘I said in my last lettei that Mrs. Sidgwick did not 
know me. I now begin to see that she does not intend to know 
me, that she cares nothing about r le except to contrive how the 
greatest possible quantity of labou ' may be squeezed out of me, 
and to that end she overwhelms me with oceans of needlework, 
yards of cambric to hem, muslin nightcaps to make, and, above 
all things, dolls to dress. 

Charlotte’s responsiveness to affection and her readiness to 
hero-worship any likely man she met, are shown by her first 
impressions of Mr. Sidgwick — who, she told Emily, was a 
hundred times better than his wife: 'It is very seldom that he 
speaks to me,’ says Charlotte, ‘but when he does I always feel 
happier and more settled for some minutes afterwards. He never 
asks me to wipe the children’s smutty noses or tie their shoes 
or fetch their pinafores or set them a chair. One of the pleasantest 
afternoons I have spent here — indeed, the only one at all 
pleasant — was when Mr. Sidgwick walked out with his children, 
and I had orders to follow a little behind. As he strolled on 
through his fields with his magnificent Newfoundland dog at 
his side, he looked very like what a frank, wealthy. Conservative 
gentleman ought to be.’^® 

But in spite of Mr. Sidgwick, Charlotte was quite out of her 
element. The family, with Charlotte and their guests, moved 
to Swarchffe near Harrogate. From here Charlotte wrote her 
first letter to Ellen since she left home. She asked her friend to 
‘imagine the miseries of a reserved wretch like me, thrown at 
once into the midst of a large family — proud as peacocks and 
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wealthy as Jews — at a time when they were particularly gay, 
when the house was full of company — all strangers, people 
whose faces I had never seen before — in this state of things 
having the charge given me of a set of pampered, spoilt, and 
turbulent children, whom I was expected constantly to amuse 
as well as instruct. I soon found that the constant demand on 
my stock of animal spirits reduced them to the lowest state of 
exhaustion; at times I felt and I suppose seemed depressed. To 
my astonishment I was taken to task on the subject by Mrs. 
Sidgwick with a stress of manner and a harshness of language 
scarcely credible. Like a fool, I cried most bitterly; I could not 
help it — and my spirits quite failed me at first. I thought I 
had done my best — strained every nerve to please her — and to 
be treated in that way merely because I was shy and sometimes 
melancholy was too bad. At first I was for giving all up and 
going home, but after a little reflection I determined to summon 
what energy I had and to weather the storm. I said to myself, 
I have never yet quitted a place without gaining a friend. 
Adversity is a good school — the Poor are born to labour, and 
the Dependent to endure. I resolved to be patient — to command 
my feehngs and to take what came; the ordeal, I reflected, 
would not last many weeks, and I trusted it would do me good. 
I recollected the fable of the Willow and the Oak; I bent quietly, 
and I trust now the storm is blowing over me.’^* 

Charlotte, however, was neither by nature nor inclination a 
willow. The Sidg wicks appear to have been reasonable people; 
but Charlotte, as a governess, was anything but reasonable; and 
if she resented her uneasy position, belonging neither to the 
family nor to the staff, her employers were likewise piqued by 
this silent, resentful girl, who plainly dishked the children, and 
held the Sidgwicks’ social life in contempt. The only fact that 
is definitely known about this episode in Charlotte’s life is that 
on one occasion a Bible was thrown at her.^® However much 
Charlotte may have resented this, she would no doubt dislike 
a hot-tempered action of this kind a good deal less than coldness 
and petty nagging. The only attitude to herself that she could 
neither understand nor forgive was indifference, and it was this 
that made her Hfe with the Sidgwicks so impossible. Had the 
Sidgwicks thrown a few more Bibles at her, Charlotte would 
have been more content with her lot, for she craved a 
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Strong and, if possible, a masculine hand. As it was, her good 
resolutions came to nothing, and, later that summer, she re- 
turned to Haworth — the only results of her stay with the 
Sidgwicks being a stronger prejudice than ever against the life 
of a governess, and the memory of a visit to Norton Conyers 
Inear Rapon, where she was told a mad woman had been im- 
prisoned until one night the house caught fire, and she escaped.^® 
With Charlotte, Branwell, and Anne away, Emily had much 
work about the house, because 1 abby was now able to do very 
little. She also had her pets, the i loors and her Gondal writings. 
But although busy enough, and atisfied for the most part witti 
her own company, there were imes when Emily had a sense 
of guilt in staying at home v hile the others were earning 
money, and her self-sufficiency was undermined by a morbid 
conviction that she was extraoi jinary, set apart, unfitted for 
human relationships. It was at uch a time that, turning like 
all the Brontes to the written word for self-expression, she 
wrote: 

I am the only being whose doom 
No tongue would ask, no eye would mourn 
r VC never caused a thought of gloom 
A smile of joy since I was born. 

In secret pleasure ^ secret tears 
This changeful life has slipped away 
As friendless after eighteen years 
As lone as on my natal day. 

There have been times, I cannot hide, 

There have been times when this was drear 
When my sad soul forgot its pride 
And longed for one to love me here. 

But those were in the early glow 
Offeehngs long subdued by care 
And they have died so long ago 
I hardly now believe they were. 

First melted off the hope of youth 
Then fancy’s rainbow fast withdrew 
And then experience told me truth 
In mortal bosoms never grew. 
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’ Twas grief enough to think mankind 
All hollow, servile, insincere. 

But worse to trust to my own mind 
And find the same corruption there, 

For a time Charlotte did not try very hard to get another 
situation. Ellen had suggested a holiday by the sea, and Charlotte 
moved heaven and earth to get it. In the autumn, after arrange- 
ments and re-arrangements that would have sickened anyone 
less determined, and after more than one objection from Miss 
Branwell and Mr. Bronte, she — to Branwclfs approving cry, 
‘a brave defeat, the doubters were fairly taken aback’^® — finally 
set oiff with Ellen to Bridlington.^® 

This was the first time Charlotte had seen the sea, and the 
sight was almost too much for her. She stared at it, overcome, 
the tears running down her cheeks. She could not speak at first, 
and waved her friend away until she was able to control herself. 
For the rest of the day she was unusually quiet and subdued, 
and whenever she heard the sea, she longed to rush down to it.^® 
When she was home again, after three weeks, almost her first 
thought was the sea: ‘Have you forgot the sea by this time Ellen,’ 
she asks; ‘Is it grown dim in your mind? Or can you still see it 
dark blue and green and foam- white and hear it — roaring roughly 
when the wind is high or rushing softly when it is calm?’®^ 
Emily was contemptuous of the selfish attempts to deny 
Charlotte her holiday by the sea. As usual her contempt found 
expression in verse, and, as usual, the feeling finally expressed 
had passed beyond the occasion which aroused it. 

There was a time when my cheek burned 
To give such scornful fiends the lie 
Ungoverned nature madly spurned 
The law that bade it not defy — 

0 in the ardent days of youth 

1 would have given my life for truth 

For truth for right for liberty 
I would have gladly freely died 
And now I calmly bear and see 
The vain man smile the fool deride 
Though not because my heart is tame 
Though not for fear though not for shame 
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My soul still chafes at every tone 
Of selfish and self-blinded error 
My breast still braves the world alone 
Steeled as it ever was to terror — 

Only I know howe'er I frown 
The same world will go rolling on.^^ 

Just before she left for Bridlington, Charlotte had received an 
unexpected comphment. At the beginning of the year Mr 
Bronte, whose eyes were giving him increasing trouble, had 
decided to get a curate to help h The first soon obtained 
a living of his own,^^ but one di-y visited the parsonage witb 
his curate, a lively young Irishman by the name of Bryce, 
fresh from Dublin University. C harlotte had an odd circunv 
stance to tell about this visit: ‘It v as the first time any of us had 
seen him,’ she explained to Ellen; ‘but however, after the man- 
ner of his countrymen, he soon made liimself at home. His 
character quickly appeared in his conversation — witty — lively 
ardent — clever too — but deficient in the dignity and discretion 
of an Englishman. At home, you know Ellen, I talk with ease 
and am never shy — never weighed down and depressed by that 
miserable mauvaise Jiontc which torments and constrains me else- 
where — so I conversed with this Irishman and laughed at his 
jests — and though I saw faults in his character, excused them be- 
cause of the amusement his originality afforded. I cooled a little 
indeed and drew in towards the latter part of the evening be- 
cause he began to season his conversation with something of 
Hibernian flattery which I did not quite relish.’^^ 

The two clergymen went away, and no more was thought 
about them. But the irrepressible Bryce, attracted as much by 
Charlotte’s aloofness as by her early friendliness, was not 
finished with. 

‘A few days afterwards’, wrote Charlotte to her friend, ‘I got 
a letter the direction of which puzzled me, it being in a hand I 
was not accustomed to see. Evidently it was neither from you 
nor Mary Taylor, my only correspondents. Having opened and 
read it, it proved to be a declaration of attachment — and proposal 
of Matrimony — expressed in the ardent language of the sapient 
young Irishman! Well, thought I — I’ve heard of love at first 
sight but this beats all. I leave you to guess what my answer 
would be. . . .’®® 
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This second offer of marriage firmly set aside — I’m certainly 
doomed to be an old maid, Ellen,’ remarked Charlotte play- 
fully, T can’t expect another chance’®’ — and her hoUday over, 
she turned to work again. 

Also, forgetting Southey’s advice, she decided to stop writing 
Angrian stories and begin work on a novel. ‘I have now written 
a great many books,’ runs Charlotte’s apologia, ‘and for a long 
time have dwelt on the same characters and scenes and subjects. 

I have shown my landscapes in every variety of shade and light 
which morning, noon, and evening — the rising, the meridian 
and the setting sun can bestow upon them. Sometimes I have 
filled the air with the whitened tempest of winter: snow has 
embossed the dark arms of the beech and oak and filled with 
drifts the parks of the lowlands or the mountain-pass of wilder 
districts. Again, the same mansion with its woods, the same 
moor with its glens, has been softly coloured with the tints of 
moonlight in summer, and in the warmest June night the trees 
have clustered their full-plumed heads over glades flushed with 
flowers. So it is with persons. My readers have been habituated 
to one set of features, which they have seen now in profile, now 
in full face, now in outline, and again in finished painting — 
varied but by the thought or feeling or temper or age; lit with 
love, flushed with passion, shaded with grief, kindled with 
ecstasy; in meditation and mirth, in sorrow and scorn and rap- 
ture; with the round outline of childhood, the beauty and ful- 
ness of youth, the strength of manhood, and the furrows of 
thoughtful decline; but we must change, for the eye is tired of 
the picture so oft recurring and now so familiar. Yet do not 
urge me too fast, reader; it is not easy to dismiss from my 
imagination the images which have fiUed it so long; they were 
my friends and my intimate acquaintances, and I could with 
little labour describe to you the faces, the voices, the actions, of 
those who peopled my thoughts by day, and not seldom stole 
strangely even into my dreams by night. When I depart from 
these I feel almost as if I stood on the threshold of a home and 
were bidding farewell to its inmates. When I strive to conjure 
up new images I feel as if I had got into a distant country where 
every face was unkno-wn and the character of all the population 
an enigma which it would take much study to comprehend and 
much talent to expound. Still, I long to quit for a while that 
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burning clime where we have sojourned too long — ^its skies 
flame — the glow of sunset is always upon it — the mind would 
cease from excitement and turn now to a cooler region where 
the dawn breaks grey and sober, and the coming day for a time 
at least is subdued by clouds/^® 

Probably her decision to stop che work that had become so 
great a part of her life was influenced by the growing separation 
between herself and Branwell. Ciarlotte and he had now been 
writing their Angrian tales since 1829.^® For more than ten 
years they had lived a great part of their hves®® in Angria anci 
its people as though they were rcabties, not just extensions of thei) 
own personalities.*^ Charlotte no^r broke away from the ahead) 
shaky partnership. Branwell W( rked on intermittently with 
Angrian poems and tales, and Charlotte’s occasional pieces 
arc English versions of Angrian s ories,** but the joint Angrian 
saga may be considered over by ihc end of 1839. 

The amount of Branwcll’s writings exceeds even that of 
Charlotte’s, but although there was a common development in 
their style as they grew older, the impression gained from 
Branwell’s stories is that he never grew up. His prose, though 
often conventionally melodramatic, was more lively and read- 
able than Charlotte’s; he frequently produced a vivid expression, 
he successfully handled a complicated narrative, and he showed 
a surprisingly wide reading, but the content remained, from 
first to last, juvenile. For though Branwell was to suffer much, 
and to dwell sincerely enough upon liis sufferings, he was in- 
capable of prolonged or deep feeling. 

Not so Charlotte. Though she was never free from faults of 
style, her work shows a growing maturity of thought and feel- 
ing. There is no inexplicable gap between Angria and her 
novels. 

Although Charlotte had continued to write Angrian stories 
after she left Roe Head,** her experience there, and afterwards 
as a governess, undermined the hold that Angria had upon her. 
She wrote on, but there was a difference in her stories. At Roe 
Head, and as a governess, she had been forced for the first time 
to hve with strangers, but in spite of her detestation of mixing 
freely with people with whom she had little or no sympathy, 
this contact with the outside world fostered an already strong 
interest in the workings of the emotions. Her Angrian stories, 
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though possessing the same highly romantic setting, began to 
show people who, instead of being mere puppets, had some life 
and character. And it was not lon^ before the framework itself 
was given up, because Charlotte s interest had passed almost 
entirely to the development of character. 

So the interest of the later Angrian stories began slowly to 
move from improbable heroics into the motives for these 
heroics. It moved out of the romantic action into the mental 
activity of the Angrian figures — ^personalities in which, as her 
gift, her true interest and its possibilities unfolded, Charlotte 
became increasingly absorbed; until the very truth and natural- 
ism of her characters began to demand a corresponding realism 
in action and background. 

By this time Charlotte was not only reconciled to writing 
the lives of those around her; she had become positively and 
deeply anxious to explore this territory, superficially so hack- 
neyed and dull, yet, in the event, rich in fascinating interest and 
excitement — and moreover, almost untouched by those, par- 
ticularly of her own sex, who had written before her. The first 
experiment in this genre proved unsuccessful. Charlotte, as was 
to be expected, swung too far into realism, she became too 
imitative. The work ran to great length. Early in 1840 she sent 
the opening portion to Wordsworth for criticism. He dubbed 
it Richardsonian — an estimate with which Charlotte, however 
ruefully, concurred — and no more was heard of it.®'^ 

Tabby had never recovered fully from her accident of two 
years earlier. She stayed on because the four Brontes could not 
bear to see her, and with her their childhood, go. But now fresh 
misfortune befell her; and finally she left the parsonage. ‘Poor 
Tabby’, Charlotte told Ellen, ‘became so lame from a large 
ulcer in her leg that she was at length obliged to leave us. She 
is residing with her sister in a little house of her own, which she 
bought with her savings a year or two since. She is very com- 
fortable and wants nothing; as she is near we see her very often. 
In the meantime Emily and I are sujfEciently busy as you may 
suppose — ^I manage the ironing and keep the rooms clean — 
Emily does the baking and attends to the kitchen. We are such 
odd animals that we prefer this mode of contrivance to having 
a new face among us. Besides we do not despair of Tabby’s 
return, and she shall not be supplanted by a stranger in her 
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absence. I excited Aunt’s wrath very much by burning the 
clothes the first time I attempted to iron but I do better now. 
Human feelings are queer things — I am much happier black- 
leading stoves, making the beds, and sweeping the floors at 
home, than I should be Hving like a fine lady anywhere else.’®® 

This extra housework; a fresh attempt to master the tech- 
nique of drawing; and, eventually, the knowledge that she must 
again set out as governess — ‘I int'Tid to force myself to take 
another situation when I can get one, though I hate and abhor 
the very thoughts of governess-ship,’ she tells Ellen®® — all this, 
following the failure of her first attempt as a novelist, dis- 
couraged Charlotte from writing f r some time to come. But the 
lesson she had learned was not to be forgotten, the power she 
had discovered in herself was not to remain unemployed. She 
took a delight in analysing the mi ids and hearts of everybody 
she met; she noted every twist and turn of character; and she 
had a remarkable memory — remeinbcring every detail of local 
stories she had heard. 

There was also another most important influence at work 
upon Charlotte, helping to bring out the genius latent in her, 
to point the true direction her mind should follow. The French 
novels — lent by Joshua Taylor — that she began to read at this 
time, though intended primarily to assist her to master the 
language, often struck an answering chord in her mind despite 
her criticism of their content. T have got another bale of French 
books from Gomersal,’ she tells Ellen. ‘They are like the rest, 
clever, wicked, sophistical and immoral — the best of it is they 
give one a thorough idea of France and Paris — and are the best 
substitute for French Conversation I have met with.’®^ This was 
true enough so far as it went. But it was not the whole truth, 
whether or not Charlotte believed it to be. Beyond her satisfac- 
tion at reading the language, beyond her disgust at the lack 
of moral tone in these books, there was a certain fellow- 
feeling between this reader and many of her authors in their 
main interest and in their manner of developing this interest. 
The acute psychological studies of Balzac, for instance, com- 
pelled the admiration of one whose genius was inclining to- 
wards the same subtle method of portraiture, however much 
Charlotte might deplore the use to which the Frenchman put 
his gift.®® 
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Emily, settled fast at home after her two disastrous visits to 
school, managed the house in all but name. Tabby’s departure 
threw much extra work upon her, as on Charlotte.®® This 
work Emily dealt with efficiently and not without a certain 
pleasure, for she liked to use her hands. And although her 
younger sister was there no longer to ramble with her on the 
moors, to make out Gondal stories, or talk to the birds and 
the wild creatures that made a rare appearance in the dell, Emily 
had her consolations. She had numerous pets to care for — the 
cat Tiger, the geese Victoria and Adelaide, Hero the hawk, 
the occasional strays and invalids who were nursed back to 
health in the warm kitchen, and in particular her own Keeper, 
half mastiff, half bulldog, who needed and obtained a loving 
but masterful hand.^® 

And she was free. She had the wide, bleak, desolate, yet 
to her always beautiful moors. And although Anne was still 
at Blake Hall and Charlotte could not fully take the younger 
sister’s place, Emily carried consolation, as she carried strife, 
within herself. In her lyrics, she expressed her imperfectly 
comprehended emotions in words which, in their deceptive 
simplicity and depth of passion, have a rare power. She wrote 
as she felt at the moment, careless of refinements, her critical 
sense seldom permitted to interfere with what was always 
primarily an outlet of emotion demanding utterance. Thus, at 
this time, she would write simply enough: 

That wind, I used to hear it swelling 
With joy divinely deep; 

You might have seen my hot tears welling 
But rapture made me weep. 

I used to love on winter nights 
To lie and dream alone 
Of all the rare and real delights 
My lonely years had known. 

And oh, above the best of those 
That coming time should bear. 

Like heavens own glorious stars they rose 
Still beaming bright andfair.^^ 

Anne remained at Blake Hall, yet not happily. Her vision of 
ioving, dutiful pupils drinking in wisdom, of a family circle 
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into which she might settle inconspicuously, had long since gone. 
Her charges were spoiled, unloving, disrespectful.^* She was 
horrified by their cruelty, saddened by their lack of honour or 
consideration. She shrank under the stigma of her equivocal 
position.^* She pined for the Haworth moors, for the parsonage, 
for love and true companionship. She was driven for consolation 
to her Gondal game and to the v^^riting of gentle, pious verses 
melancholy in tone and contairing many signs of spiritual 
struggle. 

Charlotte, stirred still by proto tive solicitude for her sisters, 
and in particular for the youngei and weaker one, soon wrote 
gloomily to Ellen of Anne’s work: ‘It was one struggle of life- 
wearing exertion to keep the chi dren in anything like decent 
order.’** 

Branwell, during a visit to Li ^erpool, had made what was 
probably his first acquaintance mth opium* ^ — the taking of 
which had been to many, including members of his set, sanctioned 
by the example of Coleridge and Oe Quincey. This made more 
tolerable the rest of 1839 which he spent for the most part 
painting in his little studio upstairs in the parsonage, when 
he was not talking and drinking more than was good for him 
at the Black Bull and in the inns of Keighley, Halifax, and 
Bradford. At these places he began to run up debts which, 
though not large, were to prove a perpetual embarrassment to 
him, and even more to his family.*® At home, when not 
painting, he turned again to his Angrian tales and poems. These 
poems, written frequently under the pseudonym of Northanger- 
land, often reflected the influence of his cider sister in content 
if not in style. They showed that Charlotte had fixed in his 
mind an idea of the pure life and cruel martyrdom of his sister 
Maria.*’ But Branwell was not allowed to overlook the efforts 
of his sisters to replace the money he wasted, and in his better 
moments, which were then plentiful, he had no wish to forget 
what he owed to them. He had lost none of his ambition, and 
little confidence, but for the moment he had to be content 
with something less than the conquest of his chosen world; 
and, on the first day of 1840, he set out for Broughton-in- 
Fumess where he was to teach the children of a Mr. Postle- 
thwaite. 

Charlotte, whose faith in her brother had decreased as her 
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knowledge of his character deepened, reported his coming de- 
parture to Ellen with a certain scepticism that, as was customary 
with her, contained more of hope and fear than the bare words 
would suggest: ‘Bran well, who used to enliven us, is to leave 
in a few days’, she wrote; ‘How he will like or settle remains yet 
to be seen; at present he is full of hope and resolution. I, who 
know his variable nature, and his strong turn for active life, 
dare not be too sanguine.’^® But Branwell set off happily and 
confidently enough. His choice of district had not been without 
purpose. Not only would he be earning money, but he would be 
near his literary giants — Wordsworth, Hartley Coleridge, De 
Quinccy, Southey. To Coleridge and to Wordsworth for certain, 
and probably to all, Branwell addressed letters begging for an 
interview. 

The kindly Coleridge agreed to meet his admirer at Amble- 
side in June. Branwell had previously sent Coleridge his transla- 
tion of two Odes from Horace. To his delight the great man’s 
opinion of his work was favourable — the first favourable notice 
he had ever received — and on his return to Haworth, Branwell 
sent him the First Book of the Odes.®° It is not surprising that 
Coleridge thought well of these Odes, for they compare favour- 
ably with other translations in English. They are, in fact, Bran- 
well’s best work, in which shape and economy are forced upon 
him.®^ He wrote nothing so good, apart from a few lyrics so close 
in manner and thought to those of Emily as almost to be in- 
distinguishable from them. But the Horace was not completed at 
Broughton. Despite a letter foolishly braggadocio to a bosom 
friend at Haworth (John Brown the sexton and Master of the 
local Masonic Lodge and father of Martha, who was to work in 
the parsonage),®^ Branwell appears to have conducted himself 
with decorum, and to have given satisfaction to his employer. 
Yet a few days after meeting Coleridge he had returned to 
Haworth at his father’s wish.®® 

A description of him at this time gives a good idea of Bran- 
well’s ability to charm, if not of his appearance. ‘His complexion 
was fair and his features handsome; his mouth and his chin were 
well shaped; his nose was prominent and of the Roman type; his 
eyes sparkled and danced with dehght, and his fine forehead 
made-up a face of oval form which gave an irresistible charm to 
its possessor, ajtid attracted the admiration of those who knew 
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him. Added to this, his address was simple and unadorned, yet 
polished; but being particular with the English language in its 
highest form of expression, and with Yorkshire and Hibernian 
patois also, he could easily make use of the quaintest and broadest 
terms when occasion called for them. It was indeed amazing 
how suddenly he could pass from the discussion of a grave and 
lofty subject ... to make his light-hearted and amusing Irish or 
Yorkshire sallies.’®^ 
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WILLIAM WEIGHTMAN 

A new curate at the parsonage. His popularity. Reactions of the sisters. Charlotte* s 
letters to Ellen. She reads wore French novels. Effect on her writing. 

Meanwhile, excitement and even a measure of gaiety had en- 
tered the parsonage in the person of William Weightman, Mr. 
Bronte’s new curate. This young man was distinctly handsome 
in a somewhat feminine style, he liked the company of women, 
he was gay, carefree, charming; his conversation was lively, 
irrepressible, beguiling. Nothing hke him had been seen before 
at Haworth, and his effect on everyone there was immediate 
and remarkable. 

Charlotte, after her usual preliminary acid self-defence, acted 
for the first time in her life in a manner not far removed from 
her years. Ellen, who stayed at Haworth early in the year, was 
captivated by the charms of the newcomer; and he, it appeared, 
with hers.^ Branwell soon rated Weightman one of his best 
friends. Anne, when she met him, was at once swept off her 
feet — he was all she had dreamed of; handsome, gay, clever, 
and a clergyman. He noticed her, even singled her out; though, 
probably, with no greater seriousness than might be expected 
when he was faced by the prettiest of the sisters. Even Emily 
abated with him the repellent brusqueness she adopted towards 
all except her family and Ellen. Curates had been known to 
retreat in confusion whenever Emily — nicknamed The Major 
in her not too serious character as guardian of Ellen and her 
sisters from Weightman’s attentions* — encountered them in 
the parsonage. She did not favour them with even conventional 
courtesy, but Weightman was made an exception. At the tea 
table, where he became a frequent and lively guest, Emily entered 
into the fun of the badinage that went on, her countenance glim- 
mering as it always did when she enjoyed herself, smiling her 
rare smile, and looking at Ellen and her sisters with an expression 
that stayed long in the memory.* 

It is possible that Weightman— not indeed in himself but in 
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his character as the first agreeable man Emily had ever met — 
was made the hero of verses which she wrote at this time:^ 

touch thee, 

If answering woe for woe, 

If any ruth can melt thee 
Come to me now! 

I cannot he more lonely. 

More drear I cannot be! 

My worn heart throos so wildly 
"Tivill break for the ’. 

And when the world despises. 

When Heaven rept s my prayer. 

Will not mine ang': comfort? 

Mine idol hear? 

Yes by the tears Vv ’ poured thee. 

By all my hours of pain 
O I shall stnely win thee 
Beloved, again 

Weightman took the girls to hear his lectures at the Mechan- 
ics’ Institute at Keighley. The party included another cleric as 
escort. Once it did not arrive back at the parsonage until mid- 
night, to the perturbation of Miss Branwell and the secret joy 
of everyone else but the sleeping Mr. Bronte.® Weightman 
sent the girls their first and only Valentines, walking to Bradford 
and back to post them in order that Miss Branwell might not 
suspect letters without a postmark — a gesture which actually 
drew forth an answering poem from Charlotte.’ 

Weightman bandied words fearlessly with the girls, teased 
them constantly, and flirted with them whenever opportunity 
permitted. He sang gallant ballads and romantic lyrics to the 
accompaniment of an Anne dazed with bliss and an Emily ex- 
ceptionally agreeable. His portrait in all the glory of his robes 
was taken by Charlotte — a procedure which called for sittings 
of inordinate length.® He played lively games of chess with 
Mary Taylor when she visited the parsonage later in the sum- 
nier, anxious to see this paragon or masculine virtues.® He was 
soon known to all as Ceha Amelia— a reference to his smooth 
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cheeks and curly hair.^® In short, Weightman brought into the 
severe parsonage a spirit of fun and light-heartedness it did not 
often know — a spirit usually found in the sisters only when 
they were on the moors, Emily and Anne walking with arms 
round each other, Emily teasing the nervous Charlotte with 
hints of nearby cattle; or in the dining-room when Ellen was 
a visitor, and there would be laughter and perhaps a display by 
Emily of Keeper’s terrifying antics and sounds when roused to 
mock fury.^i These had been rare spots of colour in a grey 
existence. Now Weightman appeared miraculously to delight 
them all. 

It was small wonder that Charlotte’s letters to Ellen, when 
her friend returned home reluctantly, became for a time little 
more than a diary of Weightman’s comings, goings, and say- 
ings. This Weightman news was mingled with admonitions on 
the necessity of emotional control, and appeals to Ellen to refrain 
from self-delusion or the nursing of false hopes — advice by 
which Charlotte, without loss of face, was able to administer 
a timely reproof to her own imagination: 

‘I wish to scold you with a forty horse power for having told 
Martha Taylor that I had requested you “not to tell her every- 
thing,” ’ she reproached her friend, ‘I desire to take off any em- 
bargo I may have laid on your tongue which I plainly see will 
not be restrained and to enjoin you to walk up to Gomersal 
and tell her forthwith every individual occurrence you can 
recollect, including Valentines, “Fair Ellen — Fair Ellen” — 
“Away Fond Love”, “Soul Divine” and all — ^likewise if you 
please the painting of Miss Celia Amelia Weightman’s portrait 
and that young lady’s frequent and agreeable visits. By the bye 
I inquired into the opinion of that intelligent and interesting 
young person respecting you — ^it was a favourable one. She 
thought you a fine looking girl and a very good girl into the 
bargain. Have you received the newspaper which has been dis- 

f >atched containing a notice of her lecture at Keighley?’^ ^ But 
ater Charlotte is saying: ‘Don’t set your heart on him. I’m 
afraid he is very fickle .... I have not mentioned your name 
to him yet — nor do I mean to do so until I have a fair oppor- 
tunity of gathering his real mind. Perhaps I may never mention 
it at all, but on the contrary carefuUy avoid all allusion to you. 
It will just depend upon the further opinion I may form of his 
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character .... Don’t think about him — I am not afraid you will 
break your heart — but don’t think about him.’^^ 

Ellen evidently felt that attack was the best form of defence: 
1 have been painting a portrait of Agnes Walton for our friend 
Miss Celia Amelia,’ Charlotte had announced, ‘ — you would 
laugh to see how his eyes sparkle with delight when he looks at 
it like a pretty child pleased with a new plaything.’ Then Char- 
lotte adds, ‘Goodbye to you, let me have no more of your 
humbug about Cupid, etc., you I now as well as I do it is all 
groundless trash. 

A few weeks later, Charlotte hid made up her mind about 
their Hvely acquisition: ‘I am full} convinced, Ellen, that he is 
a thorough male-flirt, his sighs a e deeper than ever and his 
treading on toes more assiduous. I find he has scattered his 
impressions far and wide — Keighl y has yielded him a fruitful 
field of conquest .... I find he is perfectly conscious of his 
irresistibleness and is as vain as a j>eacock on the subject. I am 
not at all surprised at all this — ^it is perfectly natural — a handsome 
— clean — ^prepossessing — good-humoured young man — will 
never want troops of victims amongst young ladies. As long 
as you are not among the number it is all right. He has not men- 
tioned you to me and I have not mentioned you to him — I be- 
lieve we fully understand one another on the subject. I have 
seen little of him lately and talked precious little to him — when 
he was lonely and rather melancholy I had a great pleasure in 
cheering and amusing him — now that he has got his spirits up 
and found plenty of acquaintances I don’t care and he does not 
care either. 

Charlotte’s life became, by her Haworth standards, quite 
animated at this time. She visited Ellen at Birstall and the 
Taylors at Gomersal; and both Ellen and Mary Taylor spent time 
with her. Then came some relatives from Cornwall — Mrs. 
Bronte’s cousin, John Branwell Williams and his wife and 
daughter.^® Charlotte was the image of her aunt, Charlotte 
Branwell, she was told. The comment was passed on to Ellen: 
‘Mrs. Williams sets up for being a woman of great talents, tact 
and accomphshment — I thought there was more noise than 
work. My cousin Eliza is a young lady intended by nature to be 
a bouncing good-looking girl. Art has trained her to be a 
languishing affected piece of goods. I would have been friendly 
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with her; but I could get no talk except about the Low-Church 
Evangelical Clergy, the Millennium, Baptist Noel, Botany,^’ 
and her own Conversion/^® And indeed, Charlotte and the 
other Brontes had heard enough and to spare of this type of 
conversation from their aunt. 

But now there was always Weightman; and Charlotte tilts 
at him with a gaiety rare in her, retailing his amorous escapades 
in some detail, interspersed with more warnings to her friend 
on no account to take this breaker of hearts seriously. In general 
Charlotte had adopted, or there had perhaps been forced upon 
her, a somewhat maternal attitude towards the young man: ‘I 
know’, she writes, ‘Mrs. Ellen is burning with eagerness to hear 
something about Wm. Weightman, whom she adores in her 
heart, and whose image she cannot efface from her memory. I 
think I’ll plague her by not telling her a word. To speak 
Heaven’s truth, I have precious little to say, inasmuch as I seldom 
sec him, except on a Sunday, when he looks as handsome, 
cheery, and good tempered as usual. I have indeed had the 
advantage of one long conversation since his return from West- 
morland, Vs^hen he poured out his whole, warm fickle soul in 
fondness and admiration of Agnes Walton .... No doubt there 
are defects in his character, but there are also good qualities. 
God bless him! I wonder who, with his advantages, would be 
without his faults. I know many of his faulty actions, many of 
his weak points; yet, where I am, he shall always find rather a 
defender than an accuser.’^® Then Charlotte realizes that her 
words might be misinterpreted by the highly interested Ellen. 
‘You are not to suppose from all this that Mr. Weightman and 
I are on very amiable terms:’ she protests, ‘we are not at all. 
We are cold, distant, and reserved. We seldom speak; and when 
we do, it is only to exchange the most commonplace remarks. 
If you were to ask Mr. Weightman ’s opinion of my character 
just now, he would say that at first he thought me a cheerful, 
chatty kind of body, and that on further acquaintance he found 
me of a capricious changeful temper, never to be reckoned on. 
He does not know that I have regulated my manner by his, that 
I was cheerful and chatty so long as he was respectful, and that 
when he grew almost contemptuously familiar I found it 
necessary to adopt a degree of reserve which was not 
natural, and therefore was very painful to me. I find this 
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reserve very convenient, and consequently I intend to keep it 

up.’^o 

Charlotte at this time had stopped writing. Her eyes suffered 
under any prolonged strain, she said. Yet this was not the whole 
truth. She was not sure what or how to write; and kind words 
from Coleridge^^ (to wh(>m she had sent some manuscripts 
after his praise of Branwelfs Horace) only unsettled her still 
further. She was hovering tetween the world of fantasy and the 
world of reality — the one discarded in deed but not yet in 
thought, the other at a stindstill after her first unsatisi actory 
experiment. But a new in ight, and so a new interest in the 
workings of the human heai t, was mounting m her mind, bring- 
ing closer the moment when she was ready to begin the v siting 
of her novels. 

Joshua Taylor’s French n ivels were playing no small part in 
bringing about this metai lorphosis. They were helping to 
sharpen Charlotte’s critical raculty, bringing to light her pene- 
trating and imaginative power of observation and her ability to 
reveal the cause beneath the effect, the emotional impulse behind 
every cold, wayward, or apparently clear action. At this time 
Charlotte received a batch of more than forty of these novels 
from Gomersal. She read them earnestly, so as to master the 
language, yet with a certain enjoyment of the craftsmanship they 
displayed, despite disapproval of much of their contents. Her 
appreciation was given grudgingly, disfigured by a racial and 
religious bigotry she was never to lose. Yet the fact that their 
psychological insight overcame her objections pointed, not only 
to their skill, but to the affinity that was to lead the reader her- 
self to greatness in this kind. 
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THREE GO TO WORK 

Branwetl gets work on the railway. His loneliness and degeneration. He hears local 
tales and repeats them at Haworth. Charlotte and Anne leave home again. The troubles 
of Anne. She and Emily begin the Gondal chronicles. 

Charlotte renewed her search for another situation, but with 
reluctance. Anne, after eighteen months at Blake Hall, had 
come home at Christmas 1840, and had not returned. Even her 
calm front had been broken, her ample fund of Christian resig- 
nation exhausted by the petty tyranny of her charges, and the 
unhelpful attitude of her employers.^ Two months earUer, 
Branwell had found work for himself. While dabbling still with 
his painting and music, writing with fair consistency, and seeing 
much of his Bradford and Halifax friends, he had also been 
spending a good deal of his time watching the construction of 
the Manchestcr-Lecds railway, then advanced as far as the vale 
of Todmorden on the way to Hebden Bridge.* His attractive 
manner and Iris abihty to interest himself in any new thing soon 
made him popular with the men on the line. Here he met 
Woolven, his London acquaintance, now in charge of the works. 
As a result of this meeting, Branwell, goaded partly by con- 
science at his idleness, partly by alarm at the debts he was in- 
curring, obtained the post of booking clerk at Sowerby Bridge 
station.* 

This step, with its tacit abandonment of ambition, was badly 
received by Charlotte, who despised weakness or instabiUty of 
purpose. So far, she had always been hopeful of sudden regenera- 
tion, of a not-to-be-denied outburst from Branwell of brilliance 
and determination to succeed. Now he had voluntarily thrown 
in his hand. ‘A distant relation of mine, one Patrick Boanerges, 
has set off to seek his fortune in the wUd, wandering, adventur- 
ous, romantic, knight-errant-like capacity of clerk on the Leeds 
and Manchester RaUroad,’ she told Ellen sarcastically.* From 
this moment her faith in Branwell, and her intimacy with him, 
began to collapse. 
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A few months later, in March 1841, Branwell was transferred 
a mile up the line to the little station of Luddenden Foot, where 
he acted as booking clerk and ticket collector.® Luddenden Foot 
was far from his home, his friends and interests. The village 
consisted only of a few houses and an inn; traffic through the 
station was slight; the work, what there was of it, proved 
monotonous and uninteresting,® and Branwell soon began to 
find time hanging on his hamls. He wrote some good poems in 
a notebook kept at this time ’ But he could not face solitude; 
without company he became f ightenedand morose ; his thoi^ghts 
haunted him, and the mcmoi y of all that he might have done, 
but had not, was a constant torment to him. His instim t to 
escape unpleasantness now bvxame a guiding principle of his 
hfe, and clamoured for relief Occasional visits from Francis H. 
Grundy,® a railway enginee with whom Branwell became 
friendly, broke the monotony a little, but not enough. 

Branwell began to drink heavily at the Lord Nelson inn at 
Luddenden. There, evening after evening, he heard tales of the 
neighbouring big houses; of £ wood House,® home of the Lock- 
woods, where Wesley had stayed. The Mrs. Lockwood of that 
day had been the widow of the heavy-drinking son of Grimshaw 
of the old Haworth parsonage.^® He heard tales of Scaithcliffe 
Hall, home of the Sutcliffes, where the woman who later mar- 
ried old Grimshaw himself was the wife of WiUiam Sutcliffe. 
By the inn was the church where Grimshaw lay buried, at his 
wish as near his Avife as possible.^^ Of these families Branwell 
learnt much as he leaned on the bar of the Lord Nelson, drinking 
whisky and gin. He learnt how Grimshaw's son drank himself 
to death; of old Grimshaw’s journeyings and arrivals home with 
strays and outcasts to be cared for; and of the crimes, the inter- 
marryings, the numerous legends and tales of the hard, wild 
folk who had flourished so recently in this district. 

Not all these tales were new to Branwell; indeed, such stories 
were staple food in his own home; Grimshaw’s old parsonage^® 
was known to the Brontes by sight almost as well as their own 
church; and the echoes of Grimshaw’s thunderous drive of his 
people to God remained a clear, inspiring, and fearful memory 
to the older Haworth folk.^® But actually to walk about Ludden- 
den, where these sometimes great and always exciting people 
had lived their stormy fives, to hear afresh and in greater detail 
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of them from the innkeeper and customers of the Lord Nelson 
— this set Branwell’s imagination racing; and to Grundy the 
red-haired, bespectacled Bronte, when in his cups, would spin 
such wild romances of these lonely Yorkshire folk that his 
hearer was amazed. Nor was Grundy the only one to hear 
Bran well’s versions of these tales, half fiction, half fact; Bran well 
retold the stories in the parsonage at Haworth, sometimes with 
Grundy again as listener.^® 

But Grundy was not always with him, at Haworth or at 
Luddenden. And, left alone at Luddenden without affection or 
companionship close at hand, without work or a strong hand to 
direct his work, Branwell was lost. His bouts of drinking were 
followed quickly by bouts of remorse no less violent than the 
excesses which occasioned them,^® He sickened time and again 
of his weakness, and fell deeper into melancholy and hopeless- 
ness. His aunt’s teaching of the grim Methodist morality 
haunted him, denounced the uselessness, the sin of his life, and 
threatened obscure, terrifying penalties.^’ His high ambitions 
and his consistent failures rose up and mocked him. After a 
visit to Haworth with Grundy, as after a night at the Lord 
Nelson, Branwell would break into violent, tearful self-re- 
proaches and make futile promises of amendment.^® 

As traffic on the line remained slight, as no one appeared to 
oversee his duties, Branwell grew bolder, his absences from the 
station became spectacular. He abandoned all pretence of 
attention to work. He spent days at Haworth, at Halifax, at 
Bradford, his old gay, charming, irresponsible self. A boy 
was left in charge of the little station.’® The accounts fell into 
arrears. 

Emily, still at home, listened, fascinated, while her brother 
recounted his macabre local stories. She heard also his embellish- 
ments of these stories; and they were added to the store accumu- 
lating in her mind.^® She was still without her companion, Anne, 
but she had a companion in her own imagination. When night 
fell and her work was done, she began more and more to dream; 
and, in the darkness, she summoned visions that sometimes 
soothed and sometimes excited, but always lifted her out of 
loneliness and discontent. And when longings possessed her that 
were too strong for silence, she expressed them in the only way 
known to her. 
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In summer s mellow midnight 
A cloudless moon shone through 
Our open parlour window 
And rose trees wet with dew, 

I sat in silent musing 
The soft wind waved my hair 
It told me Hea ven was glorious 
And sleeping I arth was fair, 

I needed not ih breathing 
To bring such houghts to me 
But still it whi pered lowly 
'How dark the woods will be! 

‘ The thick leat es in my murmur 
Are rustling lit e a dream, 

And all their myriad voices 
Instinct with spirit seem,* 

I said, ‘ Go gentle singer. 

Thy wooing voice is kind 
But do not think its music 
Has power to reach my mind, 

'Play with the scented flower 
The young tree* s supple bough, 

And leave my human feelings 
In their own course to flow.* 

The wanderer ivould not leave me 
Its kiss grew warmer still, 

' O come* , it sighed so sweetly 
'Til win thee *gainst thy will, 

'Have we not been from childhood friends? 
Have I not loved thee long? 

As long as thou hast loved the night 
Whose silence wakes my song? 

'And when thy heart is laid at rest 
Beneath the church-yard stone 
I shall have time enough to mourn 
And thou to be alone,* 
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In another poem written a few months later, Emily, whose re- 
actions to the events of the past year or two had been positive, 
though unspoken, made her first clear statement of faith: 

I Riches I hold in light esteem 
^ And Love I laugh to scorn 
And lust of Fame was hut a dream 
That vanished with the morn — 

And if I pray the only prayer 
That moves my lips for me 
Is — 'Leave the heart that now 1 hear 
And give me liberty.* 

YeSj as my swift days near their goal 
*Tis all that I implore — 

Through life and death, a chainless soul 
With courage to endure!^^ 

On the day this poem was written, in the beginning of March 
1841, Charlotte left home to make her second attempt as private 
governess. This time she was more fortunate in her employers. 
She had to look after the son (six) and the daughter (eight) of 
Mr. and Mrs. John White of Upperwood House, Rawdon, a 
village in Airedale between Leeds and Guiseley. Her salary was 
f^20 a year, from which laundry bills were to be deducted.^* 
The Whites proved kindly people; and Charlotte found the 
children, as she put it, ‘wild and unbroken, but apparently well- 
disposed’. This was high praise from Charlotte, no lover of 
children; and it is probable that, as a sense of humour was not 
her strong point, she was as contented at Rawdon as she was 
likely to be in any similar situation. But that is not saying a great 
deal. Within a month of her arrival Charlotte found it necessary 
to press for leave so that she might spend a recuperative week- 
end with Ellen. Permission to do so, she told her friend, was 
given grudgingly: ‘I popped the question — and for two minutes 
received no answer. Will she refuse me when I work so hard 
for her? thought I. Ye-es-es, drawled Madam in a reluctant cold 
tone. Thank you Madam, said I with extreme cordiality, and 
was marching from the room when she recalled me with — 
“You’d better go on Saturday afternoon then — when the child- 
ren have holiday — and if you return in time for them to have 

92 



THREE GO TO WORK 

lessons on Monday morning I don’t see that much will be lost.” 
You are a genuine Turk, thought 1.’®* 

Once again, she preferred the master: T like Mr. Wliite ex- 
tremely,’ she wrote. ‘Respecting Mrs. White I am for the 
present silent. I am trying hard to like her.’®® And, as at Stone- 
gappe, her pride was touched time after time by incidents 
which, rightly or wrongly, her very acute sense of inferiority 
attributed to Mrs. White’s attitude. Her reaction was charac- 
teristic: ‘Well can I believe t;iat Mrs. W. has been an excise- 
man’s daughter,’ she tells- Ellen, ‘And I am convinced also that 
Mr. W.’s extraction is very low — yet Mrs. W. talks ii an 
amusing strain of pomposity about his and her family and ( on- 
nexions, and affects to look c own with wondrous hauteui on 
the whole race of “Tradesfoll” as she terms men of business. I 
was beginning to think Mrs. W. a good sort of body in spite 
of her bouncing and boastim^ — her bad grammar and worse 
orthography — but I have had experience of one little trait in 
her character which condemns her a long way with me. After 
treating a person on the most familiar terms of equality for a 
long time, if any little thing goes wrong she does not scruple to 
give way to anger in a very coarse unladylike manner — though 
injustice no blame could be attached where she ascribed it all. 
I think passion is the true test of vulgarity or refinement — Mrs. 
W. when put out of her way is highly offensive. She must not 
give me any more of the same sort or I shall ask for my wages 
and go.’®’ 

Charlotte was also sorely tried by her difficulty in getting on 
terms with strangers. ‘Some of my greatest difficulties’, she told 
Ellen, ‘lie in things that would appear to you comparatively 
trivial. I find it so hard to repel the rude familiarity of children. 
I find it so difficult to ask either servants or mistress for anything 
I want, however much I want it. It is less pain to me to endure 
the greatest inconvenience than to request its removal.’®® 

Even when it seems that affection for the baby of the family 
might make her duties less irksome, the wary Charlotte, always 
on the alert for an excess of emotion, in herself as in others, 
stops short, draws back, and offers the famihar brusque front 
to her httle world: ‘By dint of nursing the fat baby,’ she says, 
‘it has got to know me and be fond of me. Occasionally I 
suspect myself of growing rather fond of it — but this suspicion 
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clears away the moment its mamma takes it and makes a fool 
of it. From a bonny, rosy little morsel it sinks in my estimation 
into a small, petted nuisance.’^® As for the other children, her 
real charges: ‘The children are not such little devils incprnate 
as the Sidgwicks’,’ she tells Ellen, ‘but they are over-indulged, 
and at times hard to manage.’®® 

To her annoyance, when Charlotte returned to Haworth for 
three weeks’ holiday at the end of June, she just missed seeing 
Anne, who had been on holiday before hcr.®^ x\nne, who had 
not enjoyed home life for long, had been for some months at 
Thorp Green, near York, where she was governess to the two 
daughters of the Rev. Mr. and Mrs. Robinson. The state of 
Anne’s health still worried Charlotte. She could never forget the 
ejirly deaths of Maria and Elizabeth; and Anne’s occasional 
hectic colour, her transparent complexion, the rapidity with 
which she caught a chill or developed a cough filled Charlotte 
with uneasiness: ‘J should like to see her to judge for myself of 
the state of her health,’ she wrote, ‘I cannot trust any other 
person’s report, no one seems minute enough in their observa- 
tions.’®® 

Like Charlotte, Anne was not happy in her new position, 
although it promised better things than her previous situation: 
‘I have one aching feeling at my heart (I must allude to it though 
I had resolved not to),’ Charlotte told Ellen. ‘It is about Anne 
— ^she has so much to endure — ^far far more than I have. When 
my thoughts turn to her they always see her as a patient, perse- 
cuted stranger amongst people more grossly insolent, proud and 
tyrannical than your imagination unassisted can readily depict. I 
know what concealed susceptibility is in her nature — when her 
feelings are wounded I wish I could be with her to administer 
a little balm. She is more lonely — ^less gifted with the power of 
making friends even than I am.’®® 

Although something must be subtracted from the vehemence 
of Charlotte’s championship, Anne herself wrote verses at this 
time that bear out some of her sister’s words: 

O! I am very weary 
Though tears no longer flow 
My eyes are tired of weeping 
My heart is sick of woe. 
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My life is very lonely 
My days pass heavily 
fm weary of repining 
Wilt thou not come to me? 

Oh didst thou know my longing 
For thee from day to day 
My hopes so if ten blighted 
Thou wouldsi not thus delay^^. 

But loneliness was perhaps the least of Anne’s troubles. At 
work in her all the time, adv.mcing its position stealthily with 
every dulling disappointment every lonely hour, every sLght 
put upon her, was the dread o spiritual failure, of a fearful fate 
awaiting her soul after death. This thought also began to 'ind 
expression in her poems:^® 

I have gone backw ird in the work 
The labour has mv sped 
Drowsy and dark my spirit lies 
Heavy and dull a.s lead. 

How can I rouse my sinking soul 
From such a lethargy? 

How can I break these iron chains 
And set my spirit free? 

There have been times when I have mourned 
In anguish oTr the past 
And raised my suppliant hands on high 
While tears fell thick and fast 

And prayed to have my sins forgiven 
With such a fervent zeal 
And earnest grief— a strong desire 
That now I cannot feel 

And vowed to trample on my sins 
And called on Heaven to aid 
My spirit in her firm resolves 
And hear the vows I made. 

And I have felt so full of love 
So strong in spirit then 
As if my heart would never cool 
Or wander hack again. 
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And yet alas! how many times 
My feet have gone astray 
How oft have I forgot my God 
How greatly fallen aw ay I 

My sins increase, my love grows cold 

And hope within me dies 

And Faith itself is wavering now; 

Oh how shall I arise? 

I cannot weep but I can pray 
Then let me not despair 
Lord Jesus save me lest I die 
And hear a wretch's prayer 

The one hope in Anne’s heart was perhaps too precious even 
for her chief confidante, Emily, to hear. Only in a few poems 
could this sentimental soul murmur of a longed-for happiness 
with a young and handsome clergyman.®^ Weight man had 
been missed by Charlotte with genuine regret for the loss of a 
lively male opponent who awoke in her a sense, doubly delicious 
on account of its rarity, of her youth and her sex. Anne’s regret, 
though not so openly expressed, was more poignant. She could 
only dream of Weightman, fitfully and with the ebb and flow 
of nopes and fears characteristic of her state. To express her 
feelings she turned, Uke the rest of her family, to her writing, 
and to the creatures of her imagination — to her poems, and to 
the Gondals. 

The Bronte children had never been given to demonstra- 
tions of affection — it had been discouraged by their aunt and 
father — yet their emotions were unusually strong. So, gifted 
with an intensity of feeling incompletely understood, which 
they had been taught to regard cloudily as a weakness, and for 
which they knew no means of expression except in the words 
of the divine passion, some outlet became imperative.®® This 
outlet had taken its expected form. While Charlotte and Bran- 
weU expended themselves in their Angrian Saga, the two 
younger Brontes had played their Gondal game without break 
since childhood. Round the inhabitants of the two islands they 
built a story without apparent end, and, not knowing why they 
did what they did, instilled into the Gondal men and women 
their own loves and hates, working out through them their own 
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emotional problems, satisfying vicariously their own emotional 
needs. 

Thus the outwardly dour Emily could languish, chained but 
unbroken, with her F. de Samara in a dark dungeon of the 
Gaaldine prison caves; she could storm and conquer in love and 
war with her heroic yet pitiless King Julius Brenzaida; she could 
give passion for passion, nK^tch guile with guile with her 
treacherous, beautiful, black-liaired Augusta G. Almeda; she 
could express her mystical yearnings, sum up her simple, se\'ere 
philosophy of life in the words of her A. G. Rochelle; she cc uld 
sing her Gondal songs of a lo^^e that never was on earth: 

Light up thy halls! ’ Tis closhg day; 

Vm drear and lone and far avmy — 

Cold blows on my breast, tk north wind's bitter sigh 
And O, my couch is bleak, beneath the rainy sky! 

Light up thy halls — and think not of me; 

That face is absent now, thou hast hated so to see ! — 

Bright be thine eyes, undimnied their dazzling shine, 

For never, never more shall they encounter mine! 

The desert moor is dark; there is tempest in the air: 

I have breathed my only wish in one last, one burning prayer — 

A prayer that would come forth although it lingered long; 

That set on fire my heart, but froze upon my tongue — 

And now, it shall be done before the morning rise; 

I will not watch the sun ascend in yonder skies. 

One task alone remains — thy pictured face to view 
And then I go to prove if God, at least, be true! 

Do I not see thee now? Thy black resplendent hair; 

Thy glory-beaming brow, and smile how heavenly fair! 

Thine eyes are turned away — those eyes I would not see; 

Their dark, their deadly ray would more than madden me. 

There, go. Deceiver, go! My hand is streaming wet; 

My heart's blood flows to buy the blessing — To forget! 

O could that lost heart give back, back again to thine 
One tenth part of the pain that clouds my dark decline! 

O could I see thy lids weighed down in cheerless woe; 

Too full to hide their tears, too stern to overflow; 

O could I know thy soul with equal grief was torn, 

This fate might be endured — this anguish might be borne! 
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How gloomy grows the Night! ’ Tis GondaVs wind that blows 
I shall not tread again the deep glens where it rose- 
I feel it on my face — Where, wild blast, dost thou roam? 

What do we, wanderer, here, so far away from home? 

I do not need thy breath to cool my death-cold brow 
But go to that far land where she is shining now 
Tell Her my latest ^oish, tell Her my dreary doom; 

Say, that my pangs are past, hut Hers are yet to come — 

Vain words — vain, frenzied thoughts! No ear can hear me call — 
Lost in the vacant air my frantic curses fall — 

And could she see me now, perchance her lip would smile. 

Would smile in careless pride and utter scorn the while! 

But yet, for all Her hate, each parting glance would tell 
A stronger passion breathed, burned in this last farewell. 

Unconquered in my soul the Tyrant rules me still — 

Life hows to my control, hut Love 1 cannot kill!^^ 

The timid, blushing, stammering Anne could meet love with 
love, freely spoken, in the person of Olivia Vernon; she could 
sing of her beloved moors, of a modest search after fame, with 
the Lady Geralda; she could indulge a temperament naturally 
inclined to the morbid with the woes of Alexandrina Zenobia: 

Methought I saw him but 1 knew him not 
He was so changed from what he used to be; 

There was no redness in his woe-worn cheeks, 

No sunny smite upon his ashy lips, 

His hollow, wandering eyes looked wild and fierce 
And grief was printed on his marble brow; 

And oh I thought he clasped his wasted hands 
And raised his haggard eyes to Heaven and prayed 
That he might die. I had no power to speak 
I thought I was allowed to see him thus 
And yet I might not speak one single word 
I might not even tell him that I lived 
And that it might be possible if search were made 
To find out where I was and set me free. 

Oh! how I longed to clasp him to my heart 
Or but to hold his trembling hand in mine 
And speak one word of comfort to his mind. 
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I Struggled wildly but it was in vain 
I could not rise from my dark dungeon floor 
And the dear name I vainly strove to speak 
Died in a voiceless whisper on my tongue. 

Then I awoke and lo! it was a dream. 

A dream? Alas! it was reality, 

For well 1 know, wherever he may he, 

He mourns me thus. ( )h Heaven! I could bear 
My deadly fate with lalmness if there were 
No kindred hearts to ideed and break for me.^^ 

The Gondal plays had begi n for both sisters as an exciting 
game, a rival to the Branwc ll-Charlotte-dominated Ang) lan 
saga; but as the obscure longii gs and problems of womanhood 
grew upon them without a coi responding growth of experience 
or contact with reality, the G indal world assumed an increas- 
ingly prominent place in then lives. Both sisters wrote potuns 
about their favourite Gondal characters. Sometimes the situa- 
tions, thoughts and actions ot the characters bore little or no 
relation to the private lives of the writers — although even the 
unblushing melodrama into which the Gondal stones often 
slipped expressed a love of violence that formed an integral 
part of the Bronte character. More often than not, however, 
a far stronger link exists between the Gondal characters and 
adventures and those of their creators. 

Every Gondal poem, though complete in itself, advanced the 
saga as a whole. Emily and Anne worked, if anything, even 
closer together than Charlotte and Branwcll on their Angrian 
saga; and, unlike the elder couple, their collaboration was never 
broken. On the eve of Anne’s first journey to Thorp Green the 
two sisters inaugurated the Gondal Chronicles/^ a prose record 
of the Gondal adventures, which called for even closer co-opera- 
tion between the two than the writing of isolated and often 
spontaneous verses. The poems were continued — the writing 
of verses had long since come to be a vital creative outlet for 
Emily, and was scarcely less essential to Anne for meditation, 
inspiration, and as confessional. But the Gondal Chronicles were 
now occupying most of their spare time; and to Anne, reluctant 
to be away from home and from Emily, this community of 
work and thought brought some happiness. 
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charlotte plans to open a school. Miss Wooler’s offer. News of the Taylors causes a 
change of plan. Charlotte persuades Miss Branwell to pay for education abroad. 
Reactions oj the other Brontes to the new venture. Anne returns to Thorp Green. 

Charlotte and Emily leave Jor Brussels. 

The most exciting and hopeful news that the Bronte sisters had 
ever known was that with which Charlotte had hoped to greet 
Anne in the summer holiday of 1841. In fact, the news was sent 
by letter, as the two girls had missed one another at Haworth 
by a few days.* 

Charlotte had for long been thinking hard about the future. 
Branwell had now to be disregarded as a money-maker, but the 
debts he had incurred and threatened to incur could not be for- 
gotten. Somehow, the sisters had to make money. They longed 
to be together, and they wanted if possible to be at home. 
Charlotte had tried drawing, she had tried writing, but without 
success. Like Anne and Emily, she detested teaching in a school 
not her own, and she resented working as a governess. More- 
over, Charlotte knew well enough how unfitted she was for 
the position: ‘No one but myself’, she told Ellen, ‘can teU how 
hard a governess’s work is to me — for no one but myself is 
aware how utterly averse my whole mind and nature are to the 
employment.’* And again: ‘What dismays and haunts me some- 
times is a conviction that I have no natural knack for my voca- 
tion. If teaching only were requisite it would be smooth and 
easy, but it is the living in other people’s houses — the estrange- 
ment from one’s real character — the adoption of a cold frigid 
apathetic exterior that is painful.’* Charlotte not only detested 
the work as work — she fretted under the discipline of people 
whom she could not respect. Until the time — so visionary as 
scarcely to seem possible — when she would gladly acknowledge 
the mastery of a man she could love and respect, Charlotte 
wanted to be her own master. To earn money was not enough; 
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it had to be earned in such a way as to satisfy both her pride and 
her ambition. 

Such a chance had now come. Charlotte opened the subject 
during the summer holidays: ‘There is a project hatching in this 
house’, she told Ellen, who had been unable to pay a promised 
visit to Haworth, ‘which both Emily and I anxiously wished to 
discuss with you . . . papa and aunt talk, by fits and starts, o( 
our — id est, Emily, Anne and myself— commencing a school. 

I have often, you know, said hoNV much I wished such a tiling; 
but I never could conceive whei c the capital was to come froju 
for making such a speculation. [ was well aware, indeed, that 
aunt had money, but I always ( onsidered that she was the last 
person who would offer a loan for the purpose in question. \ 
loan, however, she has offered, ( r rather intimates that she per- 
haps will offer, in case pupils can be secured, an eUgible situation 
obtained, etc.’^ 

At first Charlotte thought of Bridlington as a likely situation 
for a new school.® But a more practicable scheme appeared 
when she asked Miss Wooler for advice. Miss Wooler suggested 
that the Bronte girls might take over her old school at Dewsbury 
Moor, which her sister had just given up, and offered Charlotte 
the use of her furniture in return for her board.® Charlotte 
accepted.’ But scarcely had she done so when her mind was 
turned towards a more ambitious project. Lack of money had 
not been the only hindrance to the success of any school the 
sisters might open. No less serious was the unfitness of two, if 
not all three, as teachers.® Apart from their lack of flair for the 
work — a weakness which Charlotte was inclined to overlook 
in her eagerness to be independent — their own education 
scarcely fitted them to teach others. Charlotte alone possessed 
a reasonable grounding. None of them had been given a chance 
of acquiring real proficiency in the arts or languages, although 
by hard work they had progressed some way in both — Charlotte j 
in particular, by her assiduous reading of Joshua Taylor’s French ’ 
novels. 

While matters stood thus, events in the Taylor home gave 
Charlotte the impulse she needed to break out of her cramping 
environment. Joshua Taylor had died at the end of 1840, and 
his restless, ambitious family soon broke up. Mary Taylor, 
determined not to endure the humiliations of a governess’s life,* 
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decided to emigrate to New Zealand.^® Her sister Martha 
arranged to go to a finishing school in Brussels, and in May 
1841 she entered the Chateau de Koekelberg.^* Mary finally 
decided to join her sister in Brussels for a few months before 
leaving for New Zealand.^® She arrived at the school in August. 
These events so close to her aroused the ready ambition in Char- 
lotte to a high pitch. In her way, she had influenced the Taylor 
sisters;^^ and the sight of them breaking the traces determined 
her to attempt a corresponding freedom for herself and her 
sisters.^® 

Meanwhile, Anne and Emily had arranged to write and to 
seal autobiographical papers. These papers were to be written 
on Emily’s birthday, 30 July. They were to describe what the 
writer was doing and thinking at the time, and they were to 
be opened by the two sisters on the same day four years later. 

In her paper of this year, Anne, once more with the Robin- 
sons, refers hopefully to the prospect of freedom from unwel- 
come work, and of rejoining her family, that had been opened 
out by Charlotte’s plans: 

July the loth, A.D. 1841 

This is Emily’s birthday. She has now completed her 23rd year, and 
is, I believe, at home. Charlotte is a governess in the family of Mr. 
White. Branwell is a clerk in the railroad station at Luddenden Foot, 
and I am a governess in the family of Mr. Robinson. I dislike the situa- 
tion and wish to change it for another. I am now at Scarborough. My 
pupils are gone to bed and I am hastening to finish tins before I follow 
them. 

We are thinking of setting up a school of our own, but nothing 
definite is settled about it yet, and we do not know whether we shall 
be able to or not. I hope we shall. And I wonder what will be our condi- 
tion and how or where we shall all be on this day four years hence; 
at which time, if all be well, I shall be 25 years and 6 months old, Emily 
will be 27 years old, Branwell 28 years and i month, and Charlotte 
29 years and a quarter. We are now all separate and not likely to meet 
agam for many a weary week, but we are none of us ill that I know of, 
and all are doing something for our own livelihood except Emily, who, 
however, is as busy as any of us, and in reality earns her food and rai- 
ment as much as we do. 

How little know we what we are 
How less what we may bel 
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Four years ago I was at school. Since then I have been a governess at 
Blake Hall, left it, come to Thorp Green, and seen the sea and York 
Minster. Emily has been a teacher at Miss Patchett’s school, and left it. 
Charlotte has left Miss Wooler’s, been a governess at Mrs. Sidgwick’s, 
left her, and gone to Mrs. White’s. Branwell has given up painting, 
been a tutor in Cumberland, left it, and become a clerk on the railroad. 
Tabby has left us. Martha Brown has come in her place. We have got 
Keeper, got a sweet little cat, and lost it, and also got a hawk. Got a 
wild goose which has flown away, ind three tame ones, one of which 
has been killed. All these diversities , with many others, are things we 
did not expect or foresee in the Jub of 1837. What will the next foar 
years bring forth? Providence onl / knows. But we ourselves ha /c 
sustained very little alteration since that time. I have the same fau'ts 
that I had then, only I have more /ision and experience, and a litrle 
more self-possession than I then enjc /cd. How will it be when we oprn 
this paper and the one Eimly ha^ written? I wonder whether the 
Gondalians will still be flourislnng, ind what will be their condition. I 
am now engaged in writing the foil th volume of Solala Vernon’s life. 

For some time I have looked upoi 25 as a sort of era in my existence. 
It may prove a true presentiment, or it may be only a superstitious 
fancy; the latter seems more likely, but time will show. 

Anne Bronte.^® 

Emily had her days filled with housekeeping, home study, 
nursing the pets at home and any wild thing that came into her 
hands, wandering over the moors with Keeper at her heels, 
and writing her Gondal Chronicles and her poems: 

Shall Earth no more inspire thee, 

Thou lonely dreamer now? 

Since passion may not fire thee 
Shall Nature cease to hoio? 

Thy mind is ever moving 
In regions dark to thee; 

Recalls its useless roving — 

Come back and dwell with me, 

I know my mountain breezes 
Enchant and soothe thee still — 

I know my sunshine pleases 
Despite thy wayward will. 

When day with evening blending 
Sinks from the summer sky 
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Vve seen thy spirit bending 
In fond idolatry, 

Vve watched thee every hour- 
I know my mighty sway — 

I know my magic power 
To drive thy griefs away. 

Few hearts to mortals given 
On earth so wildly pine 
Yet none would ask a Heaven 
More like this Earth than thine. 

Then let my winds caress thee — 

Thy comrade let me he — 

Since nought beside can bless thee 
Return and dwell with me.^'^ 

Emily’s verses did not always express even this degree of 
calm. When Anne returned to Thorp Green, and the two sisters 
could no longer roam the moors arm in arm, scribble their 
Gondal stories within sound of their favourite waterfall, write 
their poems seated under the currant bushes in the parsonage 
garden, little desks on knees, every now and then reaching up to 
pick a cluster of the fruit^® — when all this was ended, and Emily 
was left to the arguments of Charlotte battling her way to in- 
dependence, and to her own solitary imaginings, then the content 
of her poems began to change; the stoic and pantheist began to 
emerge clearly: 

I see around me tombstones grey 
Stretching their shadows far away. 

Beneath the turf my footsteps tread 
Lie low and lone the silent dead — 

Beneath the turf, beneath the mould — 

Forever dark, forever cold — 

And my eyes cannot hold the tears 
That memory hoards from vanished years 
For Time and Death and Mortal pain 
Give wounds that will not heal again. 

Let me remember half the woe 
Vve seen and heard and felt below 
And Heaven itself, so pure and blest 
Could never give my spirit rest. 

Sweet land y lighti thy children fair 
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Know nought akin to our despair; 

Nor have they felt, nor can they tell 
What tenants haunt each mortal cell 
What gloomy guests we hold within — 

Torments and madness, tears and sin! 

Well, may they live in ecstasy 
Their long eternity of joy; 

At least we would not bring them down — 

With us to weep, vith us to groan. 

No — Earth would wish no other sphere 
To taste her cup oj sufferings drear; 

She turns from He wen a careless eye 
And only mourns , hat we must die! 

Ah mother, what hall comfort thee 
In all this boundle s misery? 

To cheer our eagei eyes awhile 
We see thee smile how fondly smile! 

But who reads not through that tender glow 
Thy deep, unutterable woe? 

Indeed no dazzling land above 
Can cheat thee of thy childrens love — 

We all in life's departing shine 
Our last dear longings blend with thine; 

And struggle still, and strive to trace 
With clouded gaze, thy darling face 
We would not leave our native home 
For any world beyond the Tomb 
No — rather on thy kindly breast 
Let us be laid in lasting rest 
Or tvaken but to share with thee 
A mutual immortality,'^^ 

Yet even Emily was brought finally to face, with something 
more than equanimity, the prospect of teaching again — tribute 
indeed to Charlotte’s powers of persuasion. Thus Emily’s birth- 
day paper of this summer is more optimistic than Anne’s: 

A PAPER to be opened 
when Anne is 
25 years old 

or my next birthday after 
if 

all be well 

Emily Jane Bronte. July 30th, 1841. 
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It is Friday evening, near 9 o’clock — wild rainy weather. I am seated 
in the dining-room alone, having just concluded tidying our desk 
boxes, writing this document. Papa is in the parlour — aunt upstairs in 
her room. She has been reading Blackwood’s Magazine to papa. 
Victoria and Adelaide are ensconced in the peat-house. Kccpei is in 
the kitchen — Hero in his cage. We are all stout and hearty, as I hope is 
the case with Charlotte, Branwell, and Anne, of whom the first is at 
Jolin White, Esq,, Upperwood House, Rawdon; the second is at 
Luddenden Foot; and the third is, I believe, at Scarborough, inditing 
perhaps a paper similar to this. 

A scheme is at present in agitation for setting us up in a school of our 
ow’n; as yet nothmg is determined, but I hope and trust it may go on 
and prosper and answer our highest expectations. Tliis day four years 
I wonder whether we shall still be dragging on 111 our present condition 
or estabhshed to our hearts’ content. Time will show. 

I guess that at the time appointed for the opening of this paper we 
i.e. Charlotte, Anne, and I, shall be all merrily seated in our sitting- 
room in some pleasant and flourishing seminary, having just gathered 
in for the midsummer holyday. Our debts will be paid off, and we 
shall have cash in hand to a considerable amount. Papa, aunt, and Bran- 
well will cither have been or be coming to visit us. It will be a fine 
warm summer evening, very different from this bleak look-out, and 
Anne and I will perchance slip out into the garden for a few minutes 
to peruse our papers. I hope either this or something better will be the 
case. 

The Gondalians are at present in a threatening state, but there is 
no open rupture as yet. All the princes and princesses of the Royalty 
arc at the Palace of Instruction. I have a good many books on hand, 
but I am sorry to say that as usual I make small progress with any. 
However, I have just made a new regularity paper! and I mean verb sap 
to do great thmgs. And now I must close, sending from far an exhorta- 
tion, ‘Courage, courage,’ to exiled and harassed Anne, wishing she 
was here.*® 

For herself, Charlotte was all joy at the prospect her imagina- 
tion unfolded. Already, tasting the exhilaration of freedom, and 
with the Taylor sisters in her mind’s eye, she was contemplating 
a more spectacular emancipation. She began to make plans that 
a few months ago would have seemed an impossible dream. 
Miss Branwell had already accepted the principle of a loan. 
Now a further daring refinement on the original plan could be 
placed before her. 

Charlotte’s intention was now nothing less than to join a 
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school in Brussels in order to perfect her French before attempt- 
ing to set up a school in England. But although this reason for 
going abroad could be put before Miss Branwell as a genuine 
inducement, Charlotte thought of it with an uncontrollable ex- 
citement that no plan to improve her education could alone 
arouse. To leave Haworth, to leave England, to cross the sea 
and breathe foreign air was to live for the first time. Opportunity 
was opening its arms to her, the world seemed laid at her feet. 

True child of her father in hir ambition as in her means of 
attaining it, Charlotte approacl ed her aunt with the utmost 
dexterity. There was only this one source from which she could 
get the necessary help. Miss Bri nwcll had the money; she hvd 
been saving her annuity for ye: rs. Could she be persuaded t o 
lend it? 

Two months after rejoining he Whites at Rawdon, Char- 
lotte sent her aunt a letter, care ully composed with an eye to 
the recipient, in which she expbined the position, cast the onus 
for the suggestion on others, and asked for help: ‘I have heard 
nothing of Miss Wooler yet’, she said, ‘since I wrote to her 
intimating that I would accept her offer .... Meantime, a plan 
has been suggested and approved by Mr. and Mrs. White, and 
others, which I wish now to impart to you. My friends recom- 
mend me, if I desire to secure permanent success, to delay com- 
mencing the school for six months longer, and by all means con- 
trive, by hook or by crook, to spend the intervening time in 
some school on the Continent. They say schools in England are 
so numerous, competition so great, that without some such step 
towards attaining superiority we shall probably have a very 
hard struggle and may fail in the end. They say, moreover, 
that the loan of £ioo, which you have been so kind as to offer 
us, will, perhaps, not be all required now, as Miss Wooler will 
lend us the furniture; and that, if the speculation is intended to 
be a good and successful one, half the sum, at least, ought to be 
laid out in the manner I have mentioned, thereby insuring a 
more speedy repayment both of interest and principal. I would 
not go to France or to Paris. I would go to Brussels, in Belgium. 
The cost of the journey there, at the dearest rate of travelling, 
would be Living is there little more than half as dear as it is 
in England, and the faciUties for education are equal or superior 
to any other place in Europe. In half a year, I could acquire a 
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thorough famiharity with French, I could improve greatly in 
Italian, and even get a dash of German, i.e. providing my health 
continued as good as it is now. Martha Taylor is now staying in 
Brussels, at a first-rate establishment there. I should not think of 
going to the Chateau de Koekelberg, where she is resident, as 
the terms are much too high; but if I wrote to her, she, with the 
the assistance of Mrs. Jenkins, the wife of the British Consul,®^ 
would be able to secure me a cheap and decent residence and 
respectable protcclitn. I isbculd Lave the opportunity of seeing 
her frequently, she would make me acquainted with the city; 
and, with the assistance of her cousins, I should probably in 
time be introduced to connections far more improving, polished 
and cultivated, than any I have yet known. 

‘These are advantages which we would turn to vast account, 
when we actually commenced a school — and, if Emily could 
share them with me, only for a single half-year, we could take 
a footing in the world afterwards which we can never do now. 
I say Emily instead of Anne; for Anne might take her turn at 
some future period, if our school answered. I feel certain, while 
I am writing, that you will see the propriety of what I say; you 
always like to use your money to the best advantage; you are 
not fond of making shabby purchases; when you do confer a 
favour, it is often done in style; and depend upon it, or 
j^ioo, thus laid out, would be weU employed. Of course, I 
know no other friend in the world to whom I could apply on 
this subject except yourself. I feel an absolute conviction that, 
if this advantage were allowed us, it would be the making of us 
for hfe. Papa will perhaps think it a wild and ambitious scheme; 
but who ever rose in the world without ambition? When he 
left Ireland to go to Cambridge University, he was as ambitious 
as I am now. I want us all to get on. I know we have talents, 
and I want them to be turned to account. I look to you, aunt, 
to help us. I think you will not refuse. I know, if you consent, 
it shall not be my fault if you ever repent your kindness.’®® 

Miss Branwell consented to advance the money. Charlotte, 
jubilant, unobtrusively allowed Miss Wooler’s offer and her 
own acceptance to recede into the background, to be forgotten; 
she gave notice to her employers, and plunged into a delicious 
orgy of planning. Lille was suggested to her as a better educa- 
tional centre than Brussels, but Charlotte’s heart was set on 
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Brussels, less of a provincial town than Lille, and where she 
would be near the Taylor girls. She enlisted the help of the 
Jenkinses — Mr. Jenkins was the British chaplain in Brussels — to 
persuade her aunt and father that Brussels should be chosen. And 
sure enough, Brussels became the final choice.®^ 

As excitement, hope, and anticipation mounted in Charlotte 
at the promise of freedom, the prospect of advancement, so her 
letters, whose stateliness grew n inverse proportion to the im- 
portance of the news she had t ) impart, took on a brisk youth- 
fulness they had never before si own. Ecstatic visions rose before 
her at the thought of studying on the Continent — particularly 
delightful to Charlotte, so co3*scious of her provinciaUty. 

Charlotte had not succeedcc in replacing her intimacy v ith 
Branwell bv a similar closeness to her sisters, but if she could not 
possess their whole confidence, at least she was now in the way 
of deciding their destinies. The y were agreeing with her plans, 
and she was happy in a tingle of action which she believed would 
lead to the well-being of all. 

Whether Emily wholly welcomed this activity on her behalf 
is doubtful. She was certainly dismayed to find that the Dews- 
bury idea had already been dropped, and that she was asked to 
look upon it as a pleasure and a compliment to go to school 
again, to live for months in a foreign country. But she recog- 
nized the sincerity of Charlotte’s intentions, and with true 
strength of will she submitted to them. 

Anne welcomed the new scheme with her usual unselfishness 
and good sense; she was anxious for them all to be at home 
together in the future, and she could see that it would even- 
tually be to everyone’s advantage if she stayed at Thorp Green 
to compensate a little for the Brussels expenditure.®* 

For herself, Charlotte was all excitement and triumph: ‘If I 
could, Ellen, I would always work in silence and obscurity and 
let my efforts be known only by their results. Miss Wooler did 
most kindly propose that I should come to Dewsbury Moor and 
attempt to revive the school her sister had rehnquished — she 
offered me the use of her furniture for the consideration of her 
board. At first I received the proposal cordially and proposed to 
do my utmost to bring about success — ^but a fire was kindled in 
my heart which I could not quench — I so longed to increase 
my attainments, to become something better than I am — a 
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glance of what I felt I showed you in one of my former letters — 
only a glimpse. Mary Taylor cast oil on the flames — encouraged 
me, and in her own strong energetic language heartened me on 
— I longed to go to Brussels — but how could I get there? I 
wished for one at least of my Sisters to share the advantage with 
me, I fixed on Emily — she deserved the reward I knew — How 
could this point be managed? In extreme excitement I wrote a 
letter home which carried the point — I made an appeal to Aunt 
for assistance which was answered by consent. Things are not 
settled. Yet it is sufficient to say that we have a chance of going 
for half a year. Dewsbury Moor is relinquished, perhaps fortu- 
nately so, It is an obscure and dreary place — not adapted for a 
school. In my secret soul I believe there is no cause to regret it. 
My plans for the future are bounded to this intention: if I once 
get to Brussels, and if my health is spared, I will do my best to 
make the utmost of every advantage that shall come within 
my reach. When the half year is expired I will do what I 
can 

Charlotte was home by Christmas Eve, her period as gover- 
ness ended. Anne had already returned to Haworth, but she 
had been asked to go back to Thorp Green after the holidays® ® 
— the two Robinson girls, though difficult pupils, had already 
taken a liking to their gentle, patient teacher. Once more the 
family were together. The Christmas was a triumphant one for 
Charlotte, a time of troubled joy for Anne. Charlotte, strangely 
oblivious of her sister’s susceptible heart, writes merrily of the 
antics of Weightman: ‘He sits opposite to Anne at Church 
sighing softly and looking out of the corners of his eyes to win 
her attention — and Anne is so quiet, her look so downcast — 
they are a picture . . . 

The Brussels plan caused Bran well much heartburning. He 
admired Charlotte’s drive, even when he could not follow her 
example, and even when she made him wince with her re- 
proaches. No one with Branwell’s faculty for self-criticism could 
hope to escape bitterness; but he was bitter because Charlotte 
seemed likely to succeed where he had failed, and because he 
knew that it was largely because of him and his extravagances 
that the school plan had ever been suggested. But these feelings, 
though sincere enough at the time, could not last, and they were 
soon drowned, like all his short fits of conscience, in the same 


no 



TO BRUSSELS 


way. He was still nominally in charge of Luddenden Foot 
station, and he appeared from time to time at home; sometimes 
alone and very much depressed, sometimes with Grundy, in 
high spirits.^® 

Emily regarded the coming departure apprehensively. Her 
two previous attempts to live away from the parsonage had 
proved disastrous. She had hoped to set up school with her 
sisters at Dewsbury Moor, but (charlotte’s later plan was a very 
different affair. All Emily had t ) set off against a third disaster, 
and an absence that threatened to last even longer than six 
months, were Charlotte’s coir pany and her own conviction 
that such a step was necessary. 1 mt feel glad she could not. 

All arrangements were comp lete. Charlotte and Emily were 
to join the Pensionnat Hcgcr in Brussels as pupils until Septem- 
ber. This was the official plan. But in fact, Charlotte had every 
intention of staying at least a y( ar out of England — she wanted 
experience both as pupil and teacher before opening her own 
school: ‘Before our half-year in Brussels is completed’, she tells 
Emily, ‘you and I will have to seek employment abroad. It is 
not my intention to retrace my steps home till twelve months, 
if all continues well, and we and those at home retain good 
health.’®® 

Ellen paid a final visit to the parsonage in January 1842. Anne 
returned, heavy-hearted but acquiescent, to Thorp Green; 
Martha Brown, daughter of Branwcil’s friend, the sexton and 
freemason, who had succeeded Tabby, was proving so compe- 
tent about the house that there had been no difficulty in allowing 
Anne to leave home. 

In February, Mr. Bronte, Charlotte, and Emily set out for 
Belgium.®^ 
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Brontes and Taylors travel to Brussels. Reactions of Charlotte and Emily to London. 
The Pensionnat Heger. Madame Higer. Monsieur H(ger. Life at school. Failure of 
visits to friends. Interest of Monsieur Higer in the two girls. Special lessons. They 
progress. Their reactions to school life abroad. They begin to teach. Deaths of Weight-- 
man, Martha Taylor, Miss Branwell. They return home. 

Mary Taylor and her brother Joe, who were also going to 
Brussels, joined forces with the Brontes, and all five travelled 
to London together. Charlotte lost no time in beginning her 
cultural campaign. ‘In passing through London’, Mary said, 
‘Charlotte seemed to think our business was, and ought to be, 
to see all the pictures and statues we could. She knew the 
artists, and knew where other productions of theirs were to be 
found. I don’t remember what was seen except St. Paul’s. Emily 
was like Charlotte in these habits of mind, but certainly never 
took her opinion, but always had one to offer. The party 
arrived at Brussels after dark. Mary and her brother went to the 
Chateau de Koekelberg; Mr. Bronte took his daughters to the 
Pensionnat Heger. 

The pensionnat was a large, historic, somewhat gloomy old 
house in the Rue d’Isabelle, a short and narrow street approached 
down a flight of broad stone steps from the fashionable Rue 
Royale. At the back of the house, beyond the classrooms 
separated by glass corridors from one another, was a large 
walled garden, with paths shaded by overhanging branches of 
old fruit trees. In one corner of the garden was a wide arbour, 
almost surrounded by a trellis of vine; and over against the 
garden stood an academy for boys, one window of which 
looked down directly upon the paths and playground of the 
pensionnat.^ 

Madame Heger, the presiding genius of the pensionnat, was 
a suave, capable, industrious woman, fresh-faced and neat. 
When she chose, she had much charm, but she was parsimonious 
and entirely unscrupulous in everything that affected the in- 
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terests of her school. Her desire to have it absolutely under her 
control had led her to set up an intricate system of spying upon 
the movements and conversation of pupils and staff alike; and 
this espionage had become such a part of the life of the school 
that, by the time Emily and Charlotte arrived, a shght but un- 
mistakable haze of suspicion hovered over most of its inmates. 

Her husband, Constantin Heger, wras a choleric, forceful, yet 
kindly httle man of some inte llectual distinction. He was only 
seven years older than Chariot te; and, with his bushy black hair 
and moustache, his bright bhick eyes, abrupt gestures, his im- 
patience, his almost childish b arsts of egotism, and his unc >m- 
promising rectitude, he was both lovable and laughable. He 
played no active part in the rr anagement of the school. He was 
Professor at the Academy close by, but took classes in French 
at the pensionnat. One of his c asses — of some sixty pupils— was 
attended by Charlotte and Ei lily, sitting at the end of the last 
row at the back of the large class-room.® 

There were about one hundred pupils, mostly day-boarders. 
All but nine or ten were Bruxelloises. All were younger by 
several years than the twenty-six and twenty-four years old 
Charlotte and Emily. Most of them regarded the grown-up, 
reserved, and badly-dressed new arrivals with an understandable 
hesitancy — some even with amusement. Nor was any greater 
friendliness manifested by the staff, who may well have seen 
future rivals in these silent, hard-working English sisters.^ But 
any coldness the pupils and mistresses may have shown towards 
the Bronte sisters was more than counterbalanced by the disdain 
of Charlotte and Emily. The English girls united in presenting 
a hard, bigoted, intolerant front to those whose religious faith 
they despised, whose manners they detested, and whose lack 
of cleverness and application Charlotte in particular castigated 
cruelly. A sense of strangeness, of loneliness, played some part 
in this attitude, which persisted throughout their entire stay at 
the school — but as much, at least, was due to their provinciaHsm. 

Charlotte knd Emily slept in a big dormitory over the long 
class-room, but their beds were curtained off from those of 
the other girls at the end of the room. The two sisters worked 
together unremittingly, silently. In moments of leisure they 
would walk apart from the laughing, noisy throng of girls in 
the garden. Up and down the path farthest from the girls at 
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play (the atUe d^fendue, as it was called), bordered by fruit trees 
and by the garden wall, near the Academy, the two Bronte 
sisters would pace slowly, the taller Emily leaning upon Char- 
lotte. They would speak to few, and few would address them, 
except perhaps Madame Heger, eager to know what her strange 
pupils were discussing. Charlotte would always answer when 
spoken to, and would reply to any remark addressed to both; 
Emily rarely spoke to anyone.® Both were dressed in black, 
ill-fitting, old-fashioned dresses. Emily, who persisted in wear- 
ing the huge, ugly, long out-of-date leg-of-mutton sleeves, and 
whose petticoats hung shapeless on her lanky figure,® presented 
a picture that would have been wholly comic but for her 
kindling, far-seeing eyes, and determined features. 

At first, friends and acquaintances in the city attempted to 
provide the two girls with some relief from their work in 
strange surroundings. The attempt failed. Neither Charlotte nor 
Emily was to be moved from the frozen immobihty into which 
residence in a foreign country had set them. Charlotte, indeed, 
occasionally overcame this paralysing reserve sufficiently to join 
in conversation; but in order so to do, she found it necessary to 
turn her back to the person she was addressing. Emily said 
nothing; and her silence was so defiant, so black with misery 
and moroseness, as to render useless the whole purpose of the 
gatherings.’ 

Thus the Jenkinses, and the Dixons, cousins of the Taylors, 
who lived in Brussels, soon lost both heart and patience with 
their difficult visitors; the escort, provided for the two girls 
between school and house, mutinied and declined further service; 
and the visits ended, to the mutual relief of hosts and guests 
alike.® 

Then Lactitia Wheelwright, one of five English sisters who 
joined the school in the summer, became acquainted with Char- 
lotte. Laetitia was as insular and intolerant as the girls from 
Haworth. Charlotte observed her eyeing the Belgian girls con- 
temptuously, and her heart warmed towards this superior being 
— ‘It was so very English,’ Charlotte remarked.® When asked by 
Laetitia to the hotel where the Wheelwright family lived, 
Charlotte brought Emily along with her. The visits proceeded 
along the dreary course experienced by the Jenkinses and the 
Dixons. There was a similar deadly silence from Emily; a similar 



THE EENSIONHAT HEGER 

difficulty in bringing the tongue-tied Charlotte to the point of 
speech; and the Wheelwrights, feeling Emily’s presence too 
high a price to pay for the company of her sister, stopped in- 
viting them.^® Only at the Chateau de Koekelberg, alone with 
the Taylor girls, did Charlotte and Emily permit themselves to 
relax their stiff and unsociable attitude, to show anything of 
their Haworth selves. 

Communication with strangers was always difficult for Emily. 
In Brussels, her unhappines.^ and her antipathy — immetliate 
and uncompromising — to all : he now saw and heard about her, 
destroyed the wish to make herself even tolerably agree, tble. 
And on Charlotte, consciom of her sister’s misery, her )wn 
painful shyness descended ev< n more readily.^ ^ 

It had early become clear to the Hegers that the training of 
Charlotte and Emily would lever prosper unless their Frt'iich 
was taken in hand. Emily’s knowledge of the language, in 
particular, was quite inadequate. Hcger therefore began to give 
the two sisters special lessons in French: ‘They are, I suppose, to 
be considered a great favour,’ Charlotte told Ellen, ‘and I can 
perceive they have already excited much spite and jealousy in 
the school.’^* Heger soon began to realize with what strange 
and rare material he had to deal. Being a man of considerable 
penetration, he perceived the possibilities hidden in his two 
silent and unprepossessing pupils. He devoted time and thought 
to the methods by which they could best and soonest master the 
French language, and so, the subjects they must learn by means 
of that language. He studied their characters, encouraging, even 
while dictating, the course their development should take. 

The passing of the summer left the sisters practically as friend- 
less as when they had arrived. Charlotte certainly made an 
acquaintance of Laetitia; but the only suggestion that Emily 
spoke to anyone in the school except the Hegers is made in 
Charlotte’s reference to the mistresses. ‘Madame Heger, the 
head’, she wrote, ‘is a lady of precisely the same cast of mind, 
degree of cultivation, and quality of intellect as Miss Catherine 
Wooler. I think the severe points are a httle softened, because 
she has not been disappointed, and consequently soured. In a 
word, she is a married instead of a maiden lady. There are three 
teachers in the school — Mademoiselle Blanche, Mademoiselle 
Sophie, and Mademoiselle Marie. The first two have no particu- 
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lar character. One is an old maid, and the other will be one. 
Mademoiselle Marie is talented and original, but of repulsive 
and arbitrary manners, which have made the whole school, 
except myself and Emily, her bitter enemies.’^® 

This suggests, as might be expected, that Emily warmed to 
the strange, the unwanted, as she warmed to the homeless dog, 
the frightened or broken bird at Haworth. This instinctive alli- 
ance with the unpopular, the downtrodden, was later to exer- 
cise a profound influence on Emily and those about her. Mean- 
while, she existed grimly, bitterly, waging a ceaseless fight 
against desolation of heart and physical collapse. The sense of 
imprisonment that had proved her undoing at Roe Head and 
again at Halifax attacked her in Brussels — attacked her with even 
greater virulence, surrounded as she was by foreign scenes 
redolent everywhere of the popery she had been taught to 
despise, and in a school brooded over by the espionage of 
Madame Heger, in which eyes were forever peering through 
the glass of the corridors, where footsteps seemed noiseless, and 
voices sank too easily to whispers. All this threatened Eimly 
with breakdown. But she was now older; she had Charlotte; 
and she set herself fiercely to conquer her weakness, to wrest 
every ounce of educational value out of her enforced exile. She 
neither expected nor wanted happiness in Belgium; but she 
would not leave the country empty-handed. 

Far different were the feelings of her sister at this time. Char- 
lotte, for all her silence and contempt for those about her, was 
tasting a satisfaction, a happiness greater by far than she had 
dreamed the Brussels venture could ever bring. Not only was 
she at last acquiring knowledge vital to her progress in the 
world in which she longed to move — she was also discovering 
in Constantin Heger the masterful man she could admire in- 
tensely for his intellect and character. With her customary 
combination of crude mockery and bluntness of speech Char- 
lotte hurried to disclaim — to herself as to her friend — the im- 
pression this irascible, inflexible, volatile man — so much like 
one of her own Angrian heroes — had made on her. ‘He is 
professor of rhetoric,’ she writes, ‘a man of power as to mind, 
but very choleric and irritable as to temperament; a little black 
ugly being, with a face that varies in expression. Sometimes he 
borrows the lineaments of an insane tom-cat, sometimes those 
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of a delirious hyena; occasionally, but very seldom, he discards 
these perilous attractions and assumes an air not above lOO 
degrees removed from mild and gentlemanlike.’^^ 

But she submitted gladly to his dictation; nor was she ashamed 
to own it: ‘He is very angry with me at present’, she wrote, 
‘because I have written a translation which he chose to stigma- 
tise as pen correcte. He did not tel me so, but wrote the accusation 
on the margin of my book, and asked in brief, stern phrase, he w 
it happened that my compositions were always better than my 
translations? adding that the th ng seemed to him inexplicable. 
The fact is, some weeks ago, in a high-flown humour, he forbade 
me to use either dictionary or i rammar in translating the most 
difficult English translations in o French. This makes the task 
rather arduous and compels m( now and then to introduce an 
English word, which nearly p ucks the eyes out of his head 
when he sees it. When he is vc^ y ferocious with me I cry; that 
sets all things straight.’^® 

She accepted her master’s corrections to her devoirs meekly, 
hung on his words, wept when he scolded, wrote poems in 
which he figured prominently; and if at times her fiery tempera- 
ment rose against his arbitrariness, gratitude and admiration 
overcame impatience, and her heart welcomed a master, even 
an unreasonable one. For Charlotte was not naturally self- 
sufficient. Her dominance at home and in friendship was self- 
imposed, partly by the urge of ambition, partly by the weakness 
or indifference of others, and partly by her strong sense of duty 
and warm affection for those near her.^he was no law unto 
herself, she carried within no sense of an unconventional, all- 
powerful God, no awareness of an all-embracing visionary 
power, in contemplation of which earthly desires became con- 
temptible, not worth fighting for. She had neither the mystical 
detachment of Emily nor Anne’s piety. She had neither the 
widespread geniaUty nor the expansive weakness and shallow- 
ness of Branwell into which she might retreat from her emo- 
tions. Of all the Brontes, Charlotte was the most human. Of the 
Wsters she was at heart the most feminine. Her loneliness was not 
left undefined in her mind. She knew well what she wanted. 
She was a born hero-worshipper. She looked for, longed for, a 
stronger will than her own, a Byronic Wellington among men 
whom she might serve and adore. Her hot and impetuous heart 
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burned for an answering human love. Her passionate desire for 
an intense life called for a strong directing hand; and this, at 
least, Heger was the first to provide. 

Charlotte’s letters made her feeUngs clear: 1 was twenty-six 
a week or two since,’ she told Ellen, ‘and at this ripe time of life 
I am a schoolgirl, a complete schoolgirl, and, on the whole, 
very happy in that capacity. It felt very strange at first to submit 
to authority instead of exercising it — to obey orders instead of 
giving them; but I like that state of things. I returned to it with 
the same avidity that a cow, that has long been kept on dry hay, 
returns to fresh grass. Don’t laugh at my simile. It is natural to 
me to submit, and very unnatural to command.’^® 

To the indignant Emily, watching, this glad surrender of the 
dictatorial Charlotte provided yet another reason for an obsti- 
nate refusal to bend an inch before the domineering, self- 
opinionated, obstinate little professor. 

Heger, after consulting his wife, decided that the sisters 
would progress more quickly if they abandoned the usual gram- 
matical grounding. He began to read them selections from great 
French writers, to analyse what he had read, and then to ask 
Charlotte and Emily to write devoirs on some similar subject. 
He hoped thus to instil into them an appreciation of French at 
its best, so that in their own use of the language they might 
come instinctively to reproduce what they knew was good. He 
explained the plan to his two pupils before putting it into action. 
Emily protested. She saw no good to be derived from it, she 
said. On the contrary, she believed that by adopting it they 
would lose all originality of thought and expression. She would 
have entered into an argument on the subject, but Heger, who 
had already done some violence to his nature by discussing the 
matter at all, would not listen further. He was not opposed by 
Charlotte who, though she agreed in principle with her sister, 
said that she was bound to obey her master while she was his 
pupil. The plan went forward, and was succeeded by an even 
more ambitious one. He read his two pupils various accounts, 
by different writers, of one person or subject, asking them to 
analyse the parts, reject the unnecessary or the untrue, and unite 
the rest into a composite, artistic and truthful whole. This 
work pleased Charlotte, whose powers of analysis, always con- 
siderable, were sharpened and enriched. But Emily, though her 
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work rose above her sister’s in power, imagination, and expres- 
sion, remained unconvinced, reluctant, surly. She worked hard 
but without enthusiasm.^® • 

‘Emily works like a horse,’ reported Charlotte, ‘and she has 
had great difficulties to contend with — far greater than I have 
had.’ But Charlotte was bound to admit in the same letter that 
all was not well between her sister and her teacher. ‘Emily and 
he don’t draw well together at ill,’ she wrote.^® Yet, though he 
thought Emily egotistical and exacting compared with Char- 
lotte, though he believed E nily exercised an unconscious 
tyranny over Charlotte becau ^e of Charlotte’s anxiety to >ee 
her contented, it was this sulf n, resentful, stubborn younger 
sister that Monsieur Hcger adn ired. In her he saw a strength of 
character, a grasp of essentials, a depth and masculine capacity 
of mind that ought to lead to greatness. He found that Emily 
had a head for logic and a capability of argument unusual in a 
man and rare in a woman.^® But he saw that the force of this 
gift was being impaired by an obstinacy which made Emily 
obtuse to all reasoning. ‘She should have been a man — a great 
navigator,’ he said; ‘Her powerful reason would have deduced 
new spheres of discovery from the knowledge of the old; and her 
strong, imperious will would never have been daunted by oppo- 
sition or difficulty; never have given way but with life. And yet, 
moreover, her faculty of imagination was such that, if she had 
written a history, her view of scenes and characters would have 
been so vivid, and so powerfully expressed, and supported by 
such a show of argument, that it would have dominated over 
the reader, whatever might have been his previous opinions or 
his cooler perceptions of its truth.’® ^ 

So far he saw, with unusual penetration. What he did not 
and could not see was the merry, teasing, care-free Emily of the 
Haworth moors; the gentle Emily with her pets, and all helpless 
injured creatures; the romantic Emily of the Gondal tales; the 
passionate Emily of the love lyrics; the mystical Emily of the 
poems telling of the search for that wliich ever beckoned yet 
ever eluded her. 

Both sisters made great strides in their work. Charlotte 
rapidly became proficient in French, and obtained a useful 
grounding in German. She was on the whole very content with 
her lot, and with the advances she was making in knowledge. 
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‘I don’t deny that I sometimes wish to be in England, or that 
I have brief attacks of home-sickness,’ she tells Ellen, ‘but on 
the whole I have borne a very valiant heart so far — and I have 
been happy in Brussels because I have always been fully occupied 
with the employments that I like.’^^ Emily, though far from 
happy, was progressing with equal speed: ‘Emily is making 
rapid progress in French, German, Music and Drawing,’ Char- 
lotte reported. When the school broke up for the summer 
holidays, Charlotte and Emily worked on. Whatever Madame 
Hegcr’s personal opinion of her two silent and hostile Yorkshire 
pupils, she was in no doubt whatever as to the merit of their 
industry or the value of their services to an astute and careful 
headmistress. 

So it came to pass that Charlotte’s original plan — to remain 
in Brussels or on the Continent as teacher after six months of 
tuition — was reali2ed without the necessity of a search for 
another school. Madame Hcger, prompted by her husband, 
whose interest in the sisters was less calculated than that of his 
wife, offered to keep both Charlotte and Emily at the school for 
a further six months. Charlotte was to be English mistress; 
Emily was to teach music to the younger pupils; both were to 
continue their own studies under Hcger and the other teachers. 
They were to receive no salary, but were to be boarded free. 

Although the summer holidays were about to begin when 
this offer was made and accepted, Emily was able to start teach- 
ing immediately. The five Wheelwright girls joined the school 
at this time; and the younger ones began pianoforte lessons at 
once.®^ Neither Emily nor Charlotte took a holiday; they re- 
mained busy amassing knowledge against their eventual return 
to a school of their own. Charlotte, who had worked and hoped 
for just such an event as the Hegers’ offer, was contented and 
even gay. How much she wished to remain in Brussels was to be 
seen by her refusal of an opportunity which occurred at this 
time to earn a great deal more money in England.^® Emily 
must have felt some satisfaction with her improvement in 
languages, music, and drawing; but she is unlikely to have 
shared her sister’s pleasure that ‘Monsieur and Madame Heger 
begin to recognise the valuable points of her character under her 
singularities’.®® Pleasure, Charlotte certainly felt; the pleasure 
of the general who watches his plans working out, as she began 
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to see the justification of her choice of Emily in the Brussels 
venture. But for Emily, who still disagreed uncompromisingly 
with Heger and despised his wife, whose longing for home and 
dislike of her surroundings had not altered, there remained only 
determination to make the school pay, in learning, for the un- 
happiness it was causing. 

August passed, and Septen her. The school reassemble d. 
Emily’s pupils increased in number. Charlotte began teaching 
English. She was not loved, she was too quiet and silent, but she 
made herself respected. She m v^er lost her temper; when her 
pupils were irritating, impertin Tit, or did not attend, the oi ly 
signs of annoyance she betrayed were a slight increase of colour, 
a momentary sparkle of the eye , and a more energetic mann'r; 
and this self-control, so diffen nt from the voluble tirades to 
which the girls were accustoiiK d, had its reward in a tractable 
class. 

Then, as the sisters settled dowi to their work, interruption came 
in a form with which they were already familiar. 

First, they heard that Weightman had died — Weightman, the 
only stranger with whom Emily had ever unbent; who had 
given Charlotte so many moments of lightheartedness and fun; 
whose tender glance and winning manner had carried away 
Anne’s heart; whose good-comradeship had held out hope and 
encouragement to Branwell. He fell ill suddenly and died within 
a fortnight.^® 

A few days later, towards the end of October, Martha Taylor 
was taken ill. Her illness, similar to that of Weightman, was 
equally sudden and equally fatal. Charlotte heard of her friend’s 
illness one day; she hurried to the Chateau de Koekclbcrg the 
next morning only to find that Martha had died during the 
night.®® On the last Sunday in the month Charlotte, Emily, and 
Mary Taylor met in the afternoon to visit the Protestant 
cemetery in which Martha had been buried.®^ The cemetery 
was three miles out of the town, and they walked there and 
back. ‘We then’, said Mary, ‘spent a pleasant evening with my 
cousins [the Dixons, with whom Mary was then staying], and 
in presence of my uncle and Emily, one not speaking at all, the 
other once or twice.’®® 

Finally, three days later, came news that Miss Branwell was 
seriously ill. She was not expected to recover. Charlotte and 
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Emily, after consulting the Hegers, prepared to go home at 
once, but the next day, 3 November, they heard that their aunt 
had died. They decided to return to Haworth nevertheless, left 
Brussels three days later, and on 8 November they were back 
at the parsonage.^® 



XIV 


HOME AND RETURN 


Branwell is dismissed and returns home. His reactions to the deaths oj Weighttnan 
and Miss Branwell. Charlotte and Emily lome again. Their reactions to recent events. 
Anne gets Branwell another post. Hdger erges Mr. Bronte to send his daughters mck 
to Brussels. Charlotte's indecision. She de ides to retut n to the Pensionnat. Emily stays 

at home. 


Branwell’s Stay at Luddende i Foot had come already to its 
inevitable end. After he had been a year at the station the 
company’s officials suddenly arrived and examined his books. 
They were hopelessly in arrea^ s, and Branwell was dismissed.^ 
After a final carousal he returned to a home even more quiet 
than usual. All his sisters were away from home — Anne at 
Thorp Green, Charlotte and Emily in Brussels. Tabby lived in 
the village, hobbling about on her game leg, and he had for 
company only Martha Brown, Tabby’s successor, Miss Bran- 
well, ailing already and keeping even closer to her room, and 
Mr. Bronte, his eyesight now very bad, who spent most of the 
day in his study. ^ 

To the weak and expansive Branwell, smarting from the 
stigma of dismissal, bitterly conscious of talent wasted and 
opportunities thrown away, this solitude quickly proved in- 
tolerable, and he was soon writing to Grundy, appealing for 
work on some other part of the railway:® ‘After experiencing, 
since my return home, extreme pain and illness, with mental 
depression worse than either,’ he wrote, ‘I have at length 
acquired health and strength and soundness of mind, far supe- 
rior, I trust, to anything shown by that miserable wreck you 
used to know under my name. I can now speak cheerfully and 
enjoy the company of another without the stimulus of six 
glasses of whisky; I can write, think and act with some apparent 
approach to resolution, and I only want a motive for exertion 
to be happier than I have been for years. But I feel my recovery 
from almost insanity to be retarded by having nothing to listen to 
except the wind moaning among old chimneys and older ash 

123 



THE FOUR BRONTES 

trees, nothing to look at except heathery hills walked over when 
hfe had all to hope for and nothing to regret with me — no one 
to speak to except crabbed old Greeks and Romans who have 
been dust the last five thousand years. And yet this quiet life, 
from its contrast, makes the year passed at Luddenden Foot 
appear like a nightmare, for I would rather give my hand than 
undergo again the grovelling carelessness, the malignant yet 
cold debauchery, the determination to find how far mind could 
carry body without both being chucked into hell, which too 
often marked my conduct when there, lost as I was to all I 
really liked, and seeking relief m the indulgence of feelings 
which form the black spot on my character.’^ 

Grundy could do nothing for him; and it was not long before 
Branwell’s public-house friends were once more listening to 
stories of his escapades at Luddenden. Branwell also wrote 
poetry from time to time — Angrian, religious and historical. 
One of the latter poems, ‘The Afghan War’, was printed in the 
Leeds Intelligencer of 7 May 1842.^ This was the first time any 
^work of the Brontes had appeared in print. Branwell was still 
using the pseudonym Northangerland for many of his poems, 
and was still seeking the advice or assistance of well-known 
writers. To Wordsworth, Hartley Coleridge, and De Quincey, 
he now added the Sheffield poet, James Montgomery, who 
praised his work, and advised him to turn his attention seriously 
to literature.® 

But Branwell had become sceptical, not only of his talent, but 
of his ability to develop it. He showed a cynical delight in 
analysing the weakness of his character. He shared with Char- 
lotte a power of analysis, but unlike his sister he was unable to 
put his knowledge to good use. Indeed, his analytical insight, 
with his love of dramatization and his excessive self-pity, played 
no small part in his eventual undoing. At the moment he told 
Grundy merely that Montgomery’s advice and encouragement 
was ‘All very well, but I have no great conceit of myself, and 
great desire for activity’ — a desire which meant no more than an 
inability to concentrate for long upon anything.’ 

In one direction alone had Branwell’s friendships held hope 
of improving his character — this was the friendship with 
Weightman. Branwell, whose affections seem to have been 
given almost entirely to men, admired and loved Weightman 
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more than most of his friends; and if the gay and mercurial 
curate was not precisely the friend Branwcll needed, there was 
at least some sanity and sobriety of mind beneath his channiiig 
exterior and unpredictable actions. But a few months after 
Branwell returned from Luddenden Foot, Weightman was 
taken fatally ill. Branwell spent much time with him, and was 
with him when he died. 

By this time Miss Branwell’s condition had become worse It 
was plain that she had not long 1 3 live, and Branwell was obliged 
to watch her cruel and lingering end. Yet even m the midst of 
emotion genuinely felt, he cot Id not refrain from improving 
upon the occasion: ‘I have had a long attendance at the dea h- 
bed of the Rev. Mr. Weightmi ii, one of my dearest friends,’ he 
told Grundy, ‘and now I am a tending at the death-bed of my 
aunt, who has been for twenty ^ears as my mother. I expect her 
to die in a few hours .... I had meant to have written to you 
. . . but one sad ceremony must I fear, be gone through first . . . 
excuse this scrawl — my eyes arc too dim with sorrow to sec 
well.’® 

Grundy, sensing a lack of sincerity or an excess of imagination 
in his friend, chided him; but Miss Branwell was already dead: 
‘As I don’t want to lose a real friend’, replied Branwcll, ‘I write 
m deprecation of the tone of your letter. Death only has made 
me neglectful of your kindness, and I have lately had so much 
experience with him, that your sister would not now blame me 
for indulging in gloomy visions either of this world or another. 
I am incoherent, I fear, but I have been waking two nights wit- 
nessing such agonising suffering as I would not wish my worst 
enemy to endure; and I have now lost the guide and director of 
all the happy days connected with my childhood. I have suffered 
such sorrow since I last saw you at Haworth, that I do not now 
care if I were fighting in India, since, when the mind is depressed, 
danger is the most effectual cure. But you don’t like croaking, I 
know well, only I request you to understand from my two notes 
that I have not forgotten you, but myself,'^ 

Charlotte and Emily returned to a house of mourning. Their 
aunt was already buried. Anne, who had come back from 
Thorp Green for the funeral, was quieter and more pensive than 
ever. The hope that had agitated her for more than a year was 
dead, and resignation — that quality which seems almost in- 
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separable from the Annes of this world — had taken its place. 
Branwell was shaken, morbid, irresolute about his future. Mr. 
Bronte had withdrawn still further behind his massive self- 
sufficiency. 

Yet joy in the return of the two sisters could not be withheld. 
The sorrow for the death of Miss Branwell was more dutiful 
than heartfelt. Emily, who had little cause to love her aunt, 
was also the one to whom the recall from Brussels came as a 
delightful and unexpected release. Charlotte was less pleased to 
be home. She quickly got into touch with Ellen, showing a 
new determination to overcome obstacles between their meet- 
ing, and manifesting less reluctance to accept hospitality unless 
she could be certain of repaying in kind. Thus, when Ellen 
proved unable to visit the parsonage at once despite the assurance 
of her friend: ‘Do not fear to find us melancholy or depressed. 
We are all much as usuaf^® — Charlotte made it her business to 
go over to Brookroyd for a few days. She left with Anne, who 
was on her way back to Thorp Green, late in November:^’ ‘I’ll 
break through ceremony, or pride, or whatever it is, and like 
Mahomet go to the mountain which won’t or can’t come to 
me.’^^ 

A few days after a Christmas in which all the Brontes were 
at home together, Ellen joined them. There were once again 
long walks upon the moors, and long evenings of talk and music 
in the dining-room. Branwell was at his best at such times, his 
liveliness and banter adding to the general lightheartedness. 
There was on this occasion an additional reason for Branwcll’s 
high spirits. Anne, who had by now made herself practically 
indispensable to the two Robinson girls, had managed another 
chance for her brother. He was to return with her after the 
Christmas holidays as tutor to the Robinson boy.^^ Branwell, 
though well aware, if he had chosen to examine his mind, that 
tutoring would soon pall on him, was in a mood of wild confi- 
dence and relief at being no longer the unemployed member of 
the family. He looked forward to the companionship of Anne, 
for whom he had affection, but no respect.^® 

Charlotte was playful, rallying Ellen upon the possible suitors 
at Brookroyd.^* Emily also was in her most genial mood, joyful 
to be back at Haworth, pleased with Ellen’s company, and with 
no thought of a return to Brussels to weigh down her spirits, 
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Emily had changed, Ellen hinted to Mary Taylor; the Brussels 
sojourn had rubbed off something of her roughness of manner 
and ‘substituted several accompUshments commonly considered 
as ladylike’. But Mary found it hard to believe that Emily could 
be much altered. She wanted to know more of EUen’s opinion 
of this girl, not unlike herself in bluntness of manner, in stead- 
fastness of opinion turning easily into obstinacy, in scorn of in- 
sincerity and hatred of dependence. ‘I can’t imagine how the 
newly acquired qualities can fi' in, in the same head and heart 
that is occupied by the old one I can’t imagine Emily turning 
over prints or “taking wine” ^vith any stupid pup and preser- 
ving her temper and politeness 

The question as to whether the interrupted stay at Brussels 
should be resumed had been t irashed out in the family circle 
and with Ellen. Soon after Ch; rlotte and Emily had decided to 
leave the pensionuatj Heger wrate to Mr. Bronte: ‘A very sad 
event has suddenly recalled your daughters to England. Their 
departure, which causes us much sorrow, has my entire appro- 
bation. It is very natural that they should seek to console you for 
that which Heaven has so lately taken away from you, and to 
enable you by their presence to appreciate that which Heaven 
has given and still leaves you. I hope you will pardon me, Sir, if 
I take advantage of this circumstance to assure you of my respect. 
I have not the honour of knowing you personally, still I hold you 
in sincere veneration; for in judging of a father of a family by 
his children one cannot be greatly deceived; and, in view of 
this, the education and sentiments we have found in your 
daughters can only give us a very high opinion of your merit 
and your character. You will no doubt learn with pleasure that 
your daughters have made very remarkable progress in all 
branches of teaching, and that this progress is entirely owing to 
their love of work and their perseverance. With such pupils we 
have had but little to do; their advancement is your work more 
than ours. We have not had to teach them the value of time and 
instruction; they had learnt all that in their paternal home, and 
we, on our part, have had only the feeble merit of directing their 
efforts and providing suitable ahment for the praiseworthy 
activity for which your daughters are indebted to your example 
and teaching. May the commendation which we give to your 
children be some consolation to you in your present sorrow. 
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That is our hope in writing to you, and that will be a sweet 
recompense to the Misses Charlotte and Emily for their labours. 
In losing our two dear pupils we cannot hide the fact of our own 
sadness and uneasiness; we are sorely pained that this sudden 
separation comes to sever an affection almost paternal which we 
have felt for them; and our sorrow is increased by the sight of so 
much work interrupted, and so many* things well begun which 
only needed more time satisfactorily to complete them. In a 
year each of your daughters would have been quite prepared for 
any eventuality of the future; each of them while receiving in- 
struction was at the same time acquiring the science of teaching; 
Miss Emily was learning the piano, receiving lessons from the 
best professor in Belgium, and she herself already had little 
pupils. She was losing whatever remained of ignorance, and 
also of what was worse — timidity; Miss Charlotte was beginning 
to give lessons in French and to acquire that assurance, that 
aplomb so necessary to a teacher; only another year and the 
work would have been completed, and well completed. Then 
we should have been able, if convenient to you, to offer to your 
daughters, or at least to one of them, a position according with 
her taste, and that pleasant independence so difficult for a young 
person to find. This is not, believe me. Sir, — this is not a question 
of personal interest; it is a question of affection. You will pardon 
me if I speak of your children, if we interest ourselves in their 
welfare, as if they were part of our family; their personal quali- 
ties, their good nature, their intense zeal, are the sole reasons 
which impel us to run the risk of your displeasure. We know. 
Sir, that you will weigh with better judgment, and more wisely 
than we, the consequences which a complete interruption of 
your daughters’ studies would have on the future. You will 
decide what may be done, and you will pardon our frankness 
when you consider that the motive which prompted it is an 
affection quite disinterested and deeply saddened by the thought 
that it must resign itself to being no longer useful to your dear 
children.’^® 

Charlotte was as conscious as Heger of the incompleteness of 
her education at Brussels; and she was more determined than 
he that what had been begun there should be brought to a satis- 
factory end. She had been happy at the pensionnat, knowing 
that she was gaining knowledge and the ability to pass it on, 
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and that she had at last met a man of considerable intellectual 
stature and with a dominating personality.^® Emily was equally 
determined that she would not again leave Haworth for Brussels. 
Her French was now good, her German tolerable, her music 
excellent; she believed that she could continue her studies as 
well at home as in Belgium; and this was her fixed intention. 

There was, however, no occ..sion for difference of opinion. 
The situation clearly demanded that one of the Bronte sisters 
should remain in charge of the Jiousehold. Tabby had emergi d 
from her semi-retirement in th^ village and had insisted upc'ii 
coming back to the parsonage;^^' but although her company w is 
welcome, and by none more tl an by Emily, Tabby was ov t 
seventy and had to be regarded ather as companion than actr^e 
help. There was little questi* n which of the sisters should 
remain. Anne was in demain at Thorp Green; Charlotte 
burned to be baeJe at Brussels; 5nnly, who wished for nothing 
better than to stay, was more competent in the house than 
either of her sisters, she had been accustomed to control the 
household in all but name for a number of years. It was agreed 
without difficulty that Emily sliould stay behind at Haworth. 

The way was therefore left clear for Charlotte to return to 
the peiisionnat. Yet, for all her wish to be there, she was in two 
minds about the wisdom of going back. Mr. Bronte, who liked 
his drink, needed watchful, firm, and sympathetic attention. 
This attention Charlotte, with some reason, felt herself best 
able to give. And although she was eager to bring nearer the 
day when she and her sisters might work and live together in a 
school of their own, she must even then have questioned the 
single-mindedness of her desire. She returned to Brussels against 
her conscience, she said later, prompted by what then seemed 
an irresistible impulse;^® but the impulse, which was to cause 
her much future misery, did not pass unchallenged; and it is 
possible that a cordial and even affectionate letter which arrived 
from Madame Hcger expressing the hope of seeing her former 
pupils back in Brussels finally decided Charlotte to leave her 
home once more.®^ 

The lack of a companion worried her, and, when Ellen was 
at Haworth, she tried to persuade her friend to come to Brussels.®® 
But Ellen’s family would not agree,®® and Charlotte made up 
her mind to go alone. How much she wanted to go back to the 
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pensionnat is also shown by her refusal, within a short time of 
returning home, of an offer of ^50 a year; this she put aside 
gladly for the Hegers’ ^16 less the cost of her German lessons. 
So, all doubts and fears overridden for the moment, she once 
more packed her trunks, and, on Friday 27 January, she again 
left Haworth, and was back at the pensionnat on the Sunday 
evening. 
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BRUSSELS AGAIN 


Charlotte leaves for Brussels. An adventuv' in London. She makes good progress as 
teacher. Her relations with M. and Madame Heger. Her spirits fail. She goes to the 
confessional. Gives notice. Is persuaded to u ithdraw it. Gives notice again. Leaves , or 

home. 


Charlotte did not arrive in ] Brussels without an adventuie, 
which, like so many other of h r experiences, she put to good 
use in later years. Her train fi m\ Leeds was late. It did not 
arrive at Euston until ten o’cIock: at night. She had intended ro 
go to the Chapter Coffee Hous:, where she had stayed on the 
previous journey to Brussels, and which was near that part of 
the river in which the steamers lay; but she appears to have 
been worried by the idea of arriving at an hour which, to York- 
shire notions, was so late and unseemly; so, taking a cab at the 
station, she drove straight to the wharf at London Bridge and 
asked a waterman to row her to the Ostend packet, which was 
to sail the next morning. 

She later described to Mrs. Gaskell, much as she was to 
describe it in Villette, her sense of loneliness and strange excite- 
ment as she went swiftly over the dark river in the dead of that 
winter’s night to the black hull’s side, and was at first refused 
permission to come on deck. ‘No passengers nnght sleep on 
board,’ she was told with some brusqueness. She looked back 
to the lights and subdued noises of London — that ‘mighty 
heart’ in which she had no place — and, standing up in the rock- 
ing boat, she asked to speak to someone in authority on board 
the packet. He came, and her quiet, simple statement of her wish, 
and her reason for it, impressed the man so favourably that he 
allowed her to come on board, and go to a berth. ^ 

The early months of this year passed happily enough for 
Charlotte. She was in the first flush of authority, she was filled 
with the pleasing sense that she was making good use of her 
time, and she was moving in an intellectual atmosphere very 
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dear to her.® She again visited and, without the silent, sullen 
Emily, enjoyed herself at the Dixons’, Wheelwrights’, and 
Jenkinses’, in spite of Mr. Jenkins — ‘that unclerical little Welsh 
pony’, as she described him to Ellen.® ‘I have heard from Char- 
lotte since her arrival’, Mary Taylor informed Ellen; ‘she seems 
content at least, but I fear her sister’s absence will have a bad 
effect. When people have so little amusement they cannot afford 
to lose any,'^ 

Certainly Charlotte was not able to replace Emily in any way. 
She made no new acquaintance, cither in school or out of it: 
‘I ought to consider myself well off, and to be thankful for my 
good fortune,’ she told Ellen. ‘I hope I am thankful; and if I 
could always keep up my spirits, and never feel lonely, or long 
for companionship, or friendship or whatever they call it, I 
should do very well. As I told you before, M. and Madame 
Heger arc the only two persons in the house for whom I really 
experience regard and esteem, and, of course, I cannot always 
be with them, nor even often.’® Yet she had her pleasures: ‘I 
now regularly give English lessons to M. Heger and his brother- 
in-law .... They get on with wonderful rapidity, especially 
the first. He already begins to speak English very decently. If 
you could sec and hear the efforts I make to teach them to pro- 
nounce like Englishmen, and their unavailing attempts to imi- 
tate, you would laugh to all eternity. The Carnival is just over 
. . . . M. Heger took me and one of the pupils into the town to 
see the masks. It was animating to see the immense crowds 
and the general gaiety, but the masks were nothing. I have been 
twice to the Dixons. They arc very kind to me.’* 

Her opinion of pupils and fellow-mistresses in the school was 
so unfavourable that she could scarcely have wished to know 
them any better: ‘Amongst 120 persons which compose the 
daily population of this house’, she told Branwcll, ‘I can discern 
only one or two who deserve anything like regard. This is not 
owing to foolish fastidiousness on niy part, but to the absence 
of decent qualities on theirs. They have not intellect or polite- 
ness or good-nature or good-feeling. They are nothing. I don’t 
hate them — hatred would be too warm a feehng. They have no 
sensations themselves and they excite none. But one wearies 
from day to day of caring nothing, fearing nothing, liking 
nothing, hating nothing, being nothing, doing nothing — yes, I 
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teach and sometimes get red in the face with impatience at their 
stupidity. But don’t think I ever scold or fly into a passion. If 
I spoke warmly, as warmly as I sometimes used to do at Roe 
Head, they would think me mad. Nobody ever gets into a 
passion here. Such a thing is not known. The phlegm that 
thickens their blood is too gluey to boil. They are very false in 
their relations with each other, but they rarely quarrel, and 
friendship is a folly they are unacquainted with. The black 
Swan, M. Hegcr, is the only sole veritable exception to this rule 
(for Madame, always cool and al vays reasoning, is not quite a i 
exception).’’ 

Charlotte was especially caust c about the mistresses: ‘Mdlle 
Blanche and Mdlle Hausse are .n present on a system of Wcir 
without quarter,’ she explains to Emily. They hate eaci 
other like two cats. MJlle Blan* he frightens Mdlle Hausse by 
her white passions (they quarrel venomously). Mdlle Hausse 
complains that when Mdlle Blanche is in a fury, “elle n’a pas 
dc l^vres”. I find also that Mdlle Sophie dislikes Mdlle Blanche 
extremely. She says she is heartless, insincere, and vindictive, 
which epithets, I assure you, are richly deserved. Also I find she 
is the regular spy of Mine Hegcr, to whom she reports every- 
thing. Also she invents . . . .’® 

But on the whole, though she was rarely free from moments 
of desolating loneliness, Charlotte remained for some time con- 
tent with her lot in the belief that she was advancing in know- 
ledge and in power. She was alternately soothed and excited by 
her contact with the intellectual exhilaration and the warm, 
vehement personality (so like her own, so unhke those of all 
the others around her) of her ‘black Swan’.® 

‘There are privations and humiliations to submit to,’ she told 
Ellen, ‘there is monotony and uniformity of life — and above all 
there is a constant sense of solitude in the midst of numbers — 
the Protestant, the Foreigner, is a solitary being, whether as 
teacher or pupil. I do not say this by way of complaining of my 
own lot — for though I acknowledge that there are certain dis- 
advantages in my present position, what position on earth is 
without them? and whenever I turn back to compare what I am 
with what I was — my place here with my place at Mrs. Sidg- 
wick’s or Mrs. White’s — I am thankful.’^® She says much the 
same to Branwell, who, with his acceptance of the tutorship at 
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Thorp Green, had been received back to some extent in her 
good graces: ‘Except for the total want of companionship 
I have nothing to complain of. I have not much to do, sufficient 
hberty, and I am rarely interfered with. I lead an easeful, stag- 
nant, silent life, for which, when I think of Mrs. Sidgwick, I 
ought to be very thankful.’^ ^ 

As time went on, however, as the Dixons left Brussels^ ^ and 
the Wheelvnrights prepared to follow suit,^® Charlotte became 
too dependent upon a single source of consolation and, at times, 
of inspiration. She rarely spoke to anyone, certainly not to any 
other man, but Heger.^* She treasured happily every little act 
of kindness: ‘Mary Taylor’, she says of her friend, now in 
Germany, ‘has nobody to be as good to her as Monsieur 
Heger is to me; to lend her books, to converse with her some- 
times.’^® Again: ‘From time to time he shows his kind-hearted- 
ness by loading me with books, so that I am still indebted to 
him for all the pleasure and amusement I have.’^® And yet again: 
‘M. Heger has just been in and given me a little German Testa- 
ment as a present.’^’ 

Charlotte also wrote verses, not far removed from mawkish, 
in which a glorified Heger plays a prominent part. One poem 
entitled ‘Master and Pupil’ begins: 

I gave, at first, attention close; 

Then interest warm ensued; 

From interest, as improvement rose. 

Succeeded gratitude. 

Obedience was no effort soon. 

And labour was no pain; 

If tired, a word, a glance alone 
Would give me strength again. 

From others of the studious band 
Ere long he singled me; 

But only by more close demand 
And sterner urgency. 

The task he from another took, 

From me he did reject; 

He would no slight omission brook, 

And suffer no dgect. 
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If my companions went astray, 

He scarce their wanderings blamed; 

If I but faltered in the way, 

His anger fiercely flamed. 

When sickness stayed awhile my course. 

He seemed impatient still. 

Because his pup iV s flagging force 
Could not obey his will. 

One day when summoned to the bed 
Where pain and I eid strive 
I heard him, as he bent his head. 

Say, 'God, she mu>^ revive!* 

I felt his hand with gentle stress, 

A moment laid on mine. 

And wished to marl my consciousness 
By some responsive Hgn, 

But powerless then to speak or move, 

I only felt, within. 

The sense of Hope, the strength of Love, 

Their healing work begin,^^ 

Charlotte thus raised up against herself in course of time the 
thinly-veiled hostility of Madame Heger, who had not perhaps 
been best pleased to see only one Bronte sister return to the 
school after Christmas. Charlotte sensed this hostility and was 
not backward in returning it: ‘Of late days’, she writes, ‘M. and 
Mme. Heger rarely speak to me, and I really don’t pretend to 
care a fig for anybody else in the establishment. You are not to 
suppose by that expression that I am under the influence of 
warm affection for Mme. Heger. I am convinced that she does 
not like me.’^® And later: ‘Madame Hdger is a politic, plausible 
and interested person — I no longer trust her.’®° 

But if Madame Heger’s coldness did not worry Charlotte un- 
duly, her reactions to the changing attitude of Heger were far 
different. The object of her admiration — who, like his wife, 
may well have regretted the absence of his more brilliant 
pupil, argumentative and sullen though she was — became more 
and more cautious and aloof as Charlotte’s feelings revealed 
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themselves; and Charlotte, whose determination to persevere 
in the midst of uncongeniahty was dependent on the amount of 
attention devoted to her and her work by Heger, fell into 
despondency that pretended indifference did not hide. ‘M. Heger 
is wondrously influenced by Madame, and I should not wonder 
if he disapproves very much of my unamiable want of sociabil- 
ity,’ she told Emily. ‘He has already given me a brief lecture on 
universal bienveillance, and, perceiving that I don’t improve in 
consequence, I fancy he has taken to considering me as a person 
to be left alone — ^left to the error of her ways; and consequently 
he has in a great measure withdrawn the light of his counten- 
ance, and I get on from day to day in a Robinson-Crusoe-like 
condition — very lonely. That does not signify. In other respects 
I have nothing substantial to complain of, nor is even this a 
cause for complaint. Except the loss of M. Hcger’s goodwill (if 
I have lost it) I care for none of ’em.’^^ 

And again: ‘I rarely speak to Monsieur now.’^^ 

Still, through the spring and early summer months Charlotte 
kept a tolerably good heart. If her homesickness was increasing, 
if the one person in the school for whom she cared was to 
be seen and heard less as time passed, yet at least she had the 
consolation of making progress in her work, and so, she told 
herself, of justifying her return to Brussels. She was in complete 
control of the English lessons throughout the school. She had 
succeeded, without the proffered aid of the Hegers, in main- 
taining order in a class of rebellious elder girls. And her German 
showed signs of improvement.^® But her loneliness mounted as 
her few acquaintances prepared to leave Brussels, and as the 
Hegers left her to herself more and more. She had been too 
proud to accept their early suggestion that she should share 
their sitting-room: ‘This ... I cannot do. In the daytime it is a 
public room, where music masters and mistresses are constantly 
passing in and out; and in the evening I will not and ought not 
to intrude on M. and Madame Heger and their children.’^^ 
Thus she found herself almost always alone. She would walk the 
empty class-rooms in the evenings. In the spare hours of the 
day she would pace up and down the alUe defendue, the over- 
grown path by the fruit trees where no pupils were allowed, and 
where she had walked so many hours with Emily on her arm 
the year before. At night, or when the class-rooms were en- 
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gaged, she would lie on her bed in the large, sohtary dormitory,®* 
her self-chosen sitting-room and bedroom.®® She slept badly, 
and her thoughts became more and more neurotic. Neverthe- 
less, she insisted that she was better off in the pensionnat than she 
would be in England.®’ Impressions of people, places, and in- 
cidents were taking lasting sha})C in her mind. All that went on 
around her, the spoken and the unspoken life, was seized upon 
and dramatized in response t) her insatiable interest in 'he 
emotions — an interest that con bined shrewd and merciless in- 
sight with the warm intuitioi of her passionate nature. Her 
power of visionary observatioi was busy even then reveal. ng 
the cause underlying the effect of word and deed in her eve y- 
day life, and uncovering the emotional impulse which !ay 
beneath the outwardly commonplace, the cold, hard speech or 
action. 

Not until the beginning of August, a few days before the 
school broke up for the summer holidays, did Charlotte’s spirits 
begin to give way completely under the strain of loneliness and 
repressed emotion. Though she despised her pupils and fellow- 
teachers, their presence at least provided a welcome sensation of 
movement and companionship, illusory though it may have 
been, that was sadly missed when the school relapsed into a hot, 
dusty, August silence. For Charlotte, despite her sharp, and even 
shrewish criticism of those about her, was naturally gregarious.®® 
Her heart all but failed her when she contemplated the five 
weeks of holiday to be lived through — the silent, desolate 
school in which she must eat, sleep, and occupy herself as best 
she could — the alien city in whose life she had no part, and 
which only emphasized her loneliness.®® 

But hope and ambition still lived in her. She was very home- 
sick, she admitted to Ellen; yet before a return home could be 
considered, she must master her German. Then only could she 
come home with a satisfactory sense of fitness for the school 
she had planned.®® This excuse for remaining was genuine 
enough, but it was not the whole truth. Charlotte was to give 
other reasons why she stayed on despite her unhappiness;®^ but 
she did not speak, then or at any other time, of what was 
probably the deciding factor. 

In the event, the first weeks of the school hoHday proved 
more endurable than Charlotte’s imagination had pictured them. 
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The hot, sunny days continued, and she was able to escape the 
empty, depressing class-rooms of the pensionnat for hours at a 
time; she explored Brussels, pored over its art treasures, and 
walked at times in the country surrounding the city.^^ Yet her 
relief to be out of the house never satisfied her for long, for by 
this time she had fallen into the grip of hypochondria — or so 
she described it, although her depression was not without cause. 
Her otherwise accurate analysis of the state into which she had 
drifted gave her neither the strength nor the motive for its over- 
throw.®* The depth of her depression is made clear by an inci- 
dent in the middle of the holidays: ‘Yesterday’, she wrote 
to Emily, ‘I went on a pilgrimage to the cemetery, and far 
beyond it on to a hill where there was nothing but fields as far 
as the horizon. When I came back it was evening; but I had such 
a repugnance to return to the house, which contained nothing 
that I cared for, I still kept threading the streets in the neighbour- 
hood of the Rue d’Isabelle and avoiding it. I found myself 
opposite to Ste Gudule, and the bell, whose voice you know, 
began to toll for evening saluL I went in, quite alone (which 
procedure you will say is not much like me), wandered about 
the aisles where a few old women were saying their prayers, 
till vespers began. I stayed till they were over. Still I could not 
leave the church or force myself to go home — to school I mean. 
An odd whim came into my head. In a solitary part of the 
Cathedral six or seven people still remained kneeling by the 
confessionals. In two confessionals I saw a priest. I felt as if I 
did not care what I did, provided it was not absolutely wrong, 
and that it served to vary my life and yield a moment’s interest. 
I took a fancy to change myself into a Catholic and go and make 
a real confession to see what it was like. Knowing me as you do, 
you will think this odd, but when people are by themselves they 
nave singular fancies. A penitent was occupied in confessing. 
They do not go into the sort of pew or cloister which the priest 
occupies, but kneel down on the steps and confess through a 
grating. Both the confessor and the penitent whisper very low, 
you can hardly hear their voices. After I had watched one or 
two penitents go and return, I approached at last and knelt down 
in a niche which was just vacated. I had to kneel there ten 
minutes waiting, for on the other side was another penitent in- 
visible to me. At last that went away and a little wooden door 

138 



BRUSSELS AGAIN 

inside the grating opened, and I saw the priest leaning his ear 
towards me. I was obliged to begin, and yet I did not know a 
word of the formula with which they always commence their 
confessions. It was a funny position. I felt precisely as I did when 
alone on the Thames at midnight. I commenced with saying I 
was a foreigner and had been brought up a Protestant. The 
priest asked if I was a Protestant then. I somehow could not tell 
a lie, and said “Yes”. He replied that in that case I could not 
“/oM/r du bonheur de la confesse\ but I was determined to confess, 
and at last he said he would Alow me because it might be the 
first step towards returning t ) the true church. I actually did 
confess — a real confession.’^^ 

Up to this point, although Charlotte’s account was written 
with a rather forced lightness and some apologetics which she 
might well have thought neci ssary for Emily, she had not dis- 
guised the state of mind that lad driven her to such a remark- 
able action. But she continued in a manner more befitting 
the narrow creed in which she had been brought up: ‘When I 
had done’, she goes on, ‘he told me his address, and said that 
every morning I was to go to the Rue du Parc — to his house — 
and he would reason with me and try to convince me of the 
error and enormity of being a Protestant! ! ! I promised faithfully 
to go. Of course, however, the adventure stops there, and I hope 
I shall never see the priest again.’® ^ Whether Charlotte did or 
did not call at the house of the priest is not known. That she 
would hesitate to tell even Emily if she did so is understandable; 
but the action of Lucy Snowe in Villette cannot be taken with 
any certainty as a guide to the doings of her creator years earUer. 
Perhaps the most interesting fact is that Charlotte, by the time 
she re-hved this particular incident in the novel, realized that the 
heroine would forfeit the reader’s sympathy if she were to act as 
Charlotte led Emily to believe she herself had acted.®* Charlotte 
ended her account of the incident with a warning to Emily: 
T think you had better not tell papa of this. He will not under- 
stand that it was only a freak, and will perhaps think I am going 
to turn Catholic.’®’ 

From this time Charlotte shpped ever deeper into melan- 
choly and inertia. The holidays dragged on. Her only com- 
panion in the school was one of the mistresses, Mdlle Blanche, 
for whom Charlotte felt such an aversion that she could not 
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bring herself even to speak to her. The days seemed to grow 
longer and longer, to hold in their long hours almost unendur- 
able weariness, but she dreaded the nights even more. In the 
day, her thoughts were morbid and tortured by sclf-loathing; 
at night her dreams were full of misery and horror. 

So far was she in the clutches of hypochondria by the time 
the school reassembled that neither her work nor the resounding 
bustle of a hundred children was able to break the spell. Her 
nostalgia for home, which she now identified naturally if mis- 
takenly with peace of mind, became an id^e fixe. This longing 
for home was aggravated by a sense of duty neglected, which 
grew more insistent in the face of an unhappiness that could so 
easily be regarded as just punishment. She was scarcely able to 
regard her state of mind as anything hut a sin, and all feelings 
became magnified out of proportion to their true importance. 
All she could think of was her need for home and the quiet 
welcome to be expected there; no questions asked; a silence 
which, though at times it could madden, could also heal. She 
recalled with wistful envy the simplicity of life at Haworth: ‘I 
should like uncommonly to be in the dining-room at home,’ 
she tells Emily at the beginning of October, ‘or in the kitchen, 
or in the back kitchen. I should like even to be cutting up the 
hash, with the clerk and some register people at the other table, 
and you standing by, watching that I put enough flour, and not 
too much pepper, and, above all, that I save the best pieces of the 
leg of mutton for Tiger and Keeper, the first of which person- 
ages would be jumping about the dish and carving-knife, and 
the latter standing like a devouring flame on the kitchen floor. 
To complete the picture. Tabby blowing the fire, in order to 
boil the potatoes to a sort of vegetable glue! How divine are 
these recollections to me at this moment!’^® Yet Charlotte had 
no thought of going home at that time: ‘I lack a real pretext for 
doing so,’ she tells Emily; ‘it is true this place is dismal to me, 
but I cannot go home without a fixed prospect when I get there; 
and this prospect must not be a situation; that would be jumping 
out of the frying-pan into the fire.’^® 

She longed, too, for some kind of assurance that she was 
really needed at Haworth — a further incentive that would en- 
able her, even against her will, to break the link that bound her 
to the pensionnat: ‘Tell me’, she writes, ‘whether papa really 
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wants me very much to come home, and whether you do Hke- 
wise. I have an idea that I should be of no use there — a sort of 
aged person upon the parish. That assurance she obtained; and, 
feehng desolate still, and friendless, and without hope, life at the 
school suddenly seemed impossible to endure a moment longer. 
She gave notice to Madame Hcger.'*^ ‘If it had depended on her’, 
Charlotte explained to Ellen a few days after, ‘ I should certainly 
have soon been at liberty, buc Monsieur Heger — having heard 
of what was in agitation — sent for me the day after — and pro- 
nounced with vehemence his decision that I should not leave. 

I could not at that time have p^Tsevered in my intention witliout 
exciting him to passion, so I ] remised to stay a while longer — 
how long that will be I do not know.’^® But Charlotte’s acquies- 
cence brought her no nearer lappincss or peace of mind. The 
next day she scribbled a note of her feelings m a school book 
during a lesson:*^ T am very cold — there is no Fire — wish 1 
were at home with papa — Branwcll — Emily — Anne and Tabby 
— I am tired of being among foreigners — it is a dreary life — 
especially as there is only one person in this house worthy of 
being liked — also another, who seems a rosy sugar plum, but 
I know her to be coloured chalk.’* ^ 

The very repetition of the names at home helped at such 
times to soften the pangs of home-sickness; pangs which the 
lack of physical comfort in the school did nothing to ease. But 
Charlotte held on, hoping that life at the pensionnat would 
change if she were patient, and determined, if this were not so, 
to go back to Haworth sufficiently experienced to make her 
school project more likely to succeed. She was desperately afraid 
of idleness, of being unwanted and a burden on her family; and 
her wish to leave Brussels was by no means wholehearted. So 
she defied her own homesickness and the appeals of her family 
to come home, and she refused Mary Taylor’s advice to join 
her in Germany: ‘To leave a certainty for a complete uncer- 
tainty would be to the last degree imprudent,’ she declared.*® 
Another month passed. Charlotte’s year was running out. 
Her loneliness remained unsatisfied. Heger was kind, helpful, 
interested in her work and progress, but she saw little of him* 
Madame Heger rarely spoke to her: ‘I know you, living in the 
country, can hardly beUeve it possible life can be monotonous 
in the centre of a brilliant capital like Brussels,’ she told Ellen; 
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‘but SO it is. I feel it most in the holidays, when all the girls and 
teachers go out to visit, and it sometimes happens that I am left, 
during several hours, quite alone, with four great desolate 
schoolrooms at my disposition. I try to read, I try to write; but 
in vain. I then wander from room to room, but the silence and 
loneliness of all the house weighs down one’s spirits like lead. 
You will hardly believe that Madame Hcger (good and kind 
as I have described her) never comes near me on these occasions. 
She is a reasonable and calm woman, but Nelly, as to warm- 
heartedness she has as much of that article as Mrs. Taylor.’*’ 
In spite of her depression Charlotte continued to speak of herself 
as well satisfied with her position; and she wanted Ellen to say 
so to any who asked about her.*® Little more than a month had 
gone by, however, before Charlotte once again abandoned her 
attempt to stay at the school. She could not live any longer in 
the midst of coldness and suspicion, and she had lost hope that 
her earher happiness might return. Her year ended in January; 
and although there had been a time when both she and the 
Hagers hoped that she would stay even longer at the school, it is 
unlikely that any of them now wished it. 

In the middle of December Charlotte told Madame Heger 
that she would have to go at the end of the year.*® This time no 
attempt was made to change her mind, and when the year ended 
Charlotte left the school®® in which she had spent many miser- 
able hours, but which had also seen some of her happiest 
moments; she said good-bye to the Hegers whom she was not 
destined to sec again; she saw the last of Brussels, in which she 
was never again to set foot; and in a short while she was on the 
seas, heading towards England, which she was never again to 
leave. 
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THE SCHOOL PLAN FAILS 

Charlotte home again. Good reports of Anne and BranwclL Charlotte’s depression. 
Development of Emily as poet. Plan to :tegin a school in the parsonage. It fails Re-- 
actions of the four Brontes. Charlotte’s letters to M. Heger. Branwell and Mrs. Robtnson. 

On the third day of January' 1844, Charlotte arrived hc tne. 
Anne and Branwell had just come back from Thorp Greer for 
Christmas, and all four Brontes were at the parsonage together 
for a few days. Anne brought back with her a spaniel, Fh^ssy, 
that the Robinson girls had given her as a Christmas gift.^ Anne 
was by this time much more than governess to the two girls; 
she had become their friend and confidante as well as instructor, 
although she deplored their v orldly attitude of mind — an echo 
of their mother. 

Branwell, by what he said, seemed to have settled down well 
at Thorp Green. Mr. Robinson, old and an invalid, had Httle 
to do with his son’s tutor, but Mrs. Robinson, younger and 
attractive, had already shown him some signs of favour.’* 

Charlotte was well satisfied with what she heard of Anne and 
Branwell: ‘They are both wondrously valued in their situations,’ 
she told Ellen.® In this letter, Charlotte explained something of 
her feelings when leaving Heger:* ‘I suffered much before I 
left Brussels,’ she wrote. 1 think, however long I live, I shall not 
forget what the parting with M. Heger cost me; it grieved me 
so much to grieve him, who has been so true, kind and dis- 
interested a friend. At parting he gave me a kind of diploma 
certifying my abilities as a teacher, sealed with the seal of the 
Athenee Royal, of which he is professor. He wanted me to 
take one of his little girls with me, but I refused. I was surprised 
also at the degree of regret expressed by my Belgian pupils, 
when they knew I was going to leave. I did not think it had been 
in their phlegmatic nature.’® 

The peace of Haworth, for which Charlotte had longed 
whilst in Brussels, now began to take on another and less 
pleasant form: ‘Haworth seems such a lonely, quiet spot buried 
away from the world,’ she told her friend.® Charlotte had, in- 
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deed, exchanged one form of tmhappiness for another. In 
satisfying her pride, and her sense of duty at Haworth, she had 
to bear with the absence, almost certainly final, of the stimu- 
lating influence that had drawn her back to the pensionnat a year 
before; and she was reluctant to face the thought that she had 
disappointed the man whom, of all people except perhaps her 
family, she would have wished to think well of her. Charlotte 
also missed the activity of the school, the sense of power she 
had enjoyed as mistress, and the feeling that she was doing 
something useful which would give her a definite place in the 
world. ‘I do not know whether you feel as I do,’ she remarked 
to Ellen sadly, ‘but there arc times now when it appears to me 
as if all my ideas and feelings, except a few friendships and affec- 
tions, are changed from what they used to be; something in me, 
which used to be enthusiasm, is tamed down and broken. I have 
fewer illusions; what I wish for now is active exertion — a stake 
in life ... it seems as if I ought to be working and braving the 
rough realities of the world as other people do. It is, however, 
my duty to restrain this feeling at present, and I will endeavour 
to do so.’’ 

The experience Charlotte had gained now seemed almost 
useless. The condition of Mr. Bronte’s eyes had grown steadily 
worse during the past year; a cataract had formed and his sight 
was threatened; and, having come home to a great extent on 
his account, she did not feel free to leave him again even to 
work in England.® She had therefore to abandon her cherished 
school plan, and to refuse a good post offered her in Manchester.® 
She began to feel Haworth close in upon her ominously, its 
peacefulness rapidly assuming an air of stagnation. She had 
visions of a reluctantly cloistered spinsterhood, of a life divorced 
from culture, advancement, friendship — fears never long out of 
Charlotte’s mind since she had grown up, but never so insistent 
as now, when she saw sHpping away all hope of these essentials 
to happiness that had seemed within lier grasp at Brussels. 

A month or two after her return to England, Charlotte spent 
some weeks with Ellen at Brookroyd; but the friendship, 
though remaining steadfast and a source of comfort to Charlotte, 
had moved from its original emotional plane; and Charlotte’s 
sojourn in Brussels had driven a further wedge of unshared 
intimacies between the two girls. There had never been any 
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intellectual companionship between them. Now, Ellen’s com- 
pany was restful to Charlotte, but little more. 

As a substitute for Hcger, Emily afforded small comfort to 
her sister. The two girls walked frequently on the moors, they 
spent their evenings and a great part of their days together, and 
Charlotte at least had much to say to Emily. They loved one 
another, Charlotte especially Ic ining towards Emily as Branwell 
lost his high place m her csteen . Yet Charlotte could not disc uss 
the one memory of Brussels which she longed to share; she 
could not expect more from ] er sister than silent disappro^^al; 
and the knowledge that this aibject lay undiscussed between 
them formed a barrier to complete intimacy. Even Charlotte’s 
frequent tirades about her frustrated ambition, her sense of 
encirclement and futility at H worth, could hope for no more 
than a patient listener in Emil . The younger girl had no vish 
to be elsewhere, she had lost all desire to make a name for herself 
in the world; and since her months in Brussels, she had moved 
away from the measure of agreement with Charlotte which 
had induced her originally to agree to the school scheme. 

Ellen sent back by Charlotte some flower seeds for Emily, 
the gardener of the family. Charlotte, returning her sister’s 
thanks and asking, on her behalf, how the seeds should be sown, 
told Ellen that the parsonage cat had died. ‘It is piteous to see 
even an animal lying lifeless,’ she remarks rather sentcntiously, 
and goes on to say, ‘Emily is sorry.’' ^ 

Emily’s liking for animals was characteristic of the solitary, 
uncommunicative person with strong feelings. Animals had 
none of the frailties she was so ready to condemn in human 
beings. They were loyal, sincere, simple in thought and action 
— all qualities she admired. Someone who knew her said: ‘She 
never showed regard to any human creature; all her love was 
reserved for animals. 

The wildness and intractability of some animals also com- 
mended them to this girl of a similar nature. Yet though attrac- 
ted by ferocity, which she had strength to master, Emily was 
also drawn by the inarticulate and helpless. 

A great deal has been made, naturally enough, of Emily’s 
dramatic encounters with animals. We hear how, with set lips, 
white face, and glowing eyes she punished the disobedient 
Keeper, striking him coldly, remorselessly, fearlessly with her 
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bare fists at the bottom of the parsonage stairs while the rest of 
the family Hstened with beating hearts to the savage growls that 
turned ^to whines and moans. We hear how, bitten by a 
maddened dog, she herself cauterized the wound, without a 
word to anyone in the house, by thrusting a red-hot poker on 
her arm.^® These incidents, though they illuminate one side of 
Emily’s character, have their complements, less stirring in the 
telling, but no less important as a revelation of her nature. 
There is Emily’s determination to offer the maddened dog water 
to drink; her gentle tending of Keeper’s hurts the moment his 
punishment had ended;^’ her habit of reading whilst sitting 
before the fire on the dining-room rug with her arm round 
Keeper’s neck;^® her way, on the moors, of taking fledgling 
birds into her hands, so softly that they had no fear, and telling 
stories to them;^® her frequent arrival home from the moors 
vdth one of these birds or a young rabbit, talking gently to it, 
confident that her words were understood:®® these were in- 
cidents that display an Emily as real as the stern dispenser of 
justice, the unflinching self-doctor. 

Emily accused herself of idleness while Charlotte was at 
Brussels, and Anne and Branwell at Thorp Green. Charlotte 
pooh-poohed the idea: 'You call yourself idle ! absurd, absurd!’®^ 
— and it is difficult to sec how Emily could have found time to 
idle. Tabby was not able to do much in the house. A girl, 
Hannah, had come and gone, leaving Emily with much on her 
hands.®® Mr, Bronte needed looking after more than usual 
because of his failing eyesight. The pets had to be exercised and 
cared for, the garden tended. Emily herself did the ironing and 
most of the cooking. She was also determined that her educa- 
tion, so hardly gained, should not stop abruptly because she had 
chosen not to return to Brussels. She was often to be seen 
through the open kitchen door — which looked out on to the 
moors — studying German by means of a book propped up 
before her as she kneaded the dough for the household bread.®® 
Of this time, free for the moment from self-reproach, Emily 
has left record: 

All day Vve toiled hut not with pain 
In learning's golden mine 
And now at eventide again 
The moonbeams softly shine. 
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There is no snow upon the ground 
No frost on wind or wave 
The south wind blew with gentlest sound 
And broke their icy grave, 

^Tis sweet to wander here at night 
To watch the winter die 
With heart as summer sunshine light 
And warm as summer sky, 

O may I never lost the peace 

That lulls me gentiy now 

Though time should change my youthful face 

And years should sHade my brow! 

True to myself ana true to all 
May I be healthful still 
And turn away from passion s call 
And curb my own mild will, 

When she accused herself of idleness, however, Emily had in 
mind her hours of reverie: this was no new thing with her, in- 
deed, but it fed on solitude; and, usually after dark, she would 
sit before the fire or lie on her bed for hours, her thoughts far 
away. ‘I have dreamed in my hfe dreams that have stayed with 
me ever after, and changed my ideas,’ Emily was to write later; 
‘they have gone through and through me like wine through 
water, and altered the colour of my mind.’^*^ But for all her love 
of these solitary hours, she many a time felt guilty — and never 
more so than now, when faced by the more spectacular industry 
of her sisters, and even of her brother. 

Yet Emily’s time was not wasted as she sometimes thought. 
From her meditative hours, in a hollow of the moors, before 
the dining-room fire, watching the simmering pot in the kitchen 
or looking at the sky from her bedroom window, came the 
poems that she was writing now with ever greater assurance. 
This increase of lyrical power, and the subjects inspiring it were 
soon to be seen when she sang of her beloved stars: 

Ah! why, because the dazzling sun 
Restored my earth to joy 
Have you departed, every one, 

And left a desert sky? 
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All through the night your glorious eyes 
Were gazing down in mine 
And with a full hearths thankful sighs 
I blessed that watch divine! 

I was at peace, and drank your beams 
As they were life to me 
And revelled in my changeful dreams 
Like petrel on the sea. 

Thought followed thought — star followed star 
Through boundless regions on 
While one sweet influence near and far 
Thrilled through and proved us one. 

Why did the morning rise to break 
So great, so pure a spell. 

And scorch with fire the tranquil cheek 
Where your cool radiance fell? 

Blood-red he rose, and arrow-straight 
His fierce beams struck my brow 
The soul of Nature sprang elate, 

But mine sank sad and low! 

My lids closed down — yet through their veil 
I saw him blazing still 
And bathe in gold the misty dale 
Andfiash upon the hill. 

I turned me to the pillow then 
To call back Night and see 
Your worlds of solemn light again 
Throb with my heart and me! 

It would not do — the pillow glowed 
And glowed both roof and floor 
And birds sang loudly in the wood 
And fresh winds shook the door. 

The curtains waved, the wakened flies 
Were murmuring round my room 
Imprisoned there till I should rise 
And give them leave to roam, 
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O Stars and Dreams and Gentle Night — 

O Night and Stars return! 

And hide me from the hostile light 
That does not warm, but burn — 

That drains the blood of suffering men — 

Drinks tears instead of dew — 

Let me sleep through his blinding reign 
And only wake witi> you!^^ 

As the years passed, Emily had grown more and more pie- 
occupied with the struggle to discover the true vision of lire. 
She thought at length about her purpose in the world — although, 
unlike most highly introspectiv ' people, she positively enjoyed 
the practical side of life. She woi ked on, thinking and dreaming; 
but her struggle to win compL te autonomy had now become 
a passion; and, as time passed, she threw off, more and more, all 
human teaching, ideas, influences that fettered her judgement and 
will, and hindered absolute self-knowledge: 

Often rebuked, yet always back returning 
To those first feelings that were born unth me 
And leaving busy chase of wealth and learning 
For idle dreams of things which cannot be: 

Today I will not seek the shadowy region 
Its unsustaining vastness waxes drear 
And visions rising, legion after legion. 

Bring the unreal world too strangely near. 

ril walk, but not in old heroic traces 
And not in paths of high morality 
And not among the half distinguished faces 
The clouded forms oflong-^past history. 

ril walk where my own nature would be leading — 

It vexes me to choose another guide — 

Where the grey flocks in ferny glens are feeding 
Where the wild wind blows on the mountain side. 

What have those lonely mountains worth revealing? 

More glory and more grief than I can tell: 

The earth that wakes one human heart to feeling 
Can centre both the worlds of Heaven and Hell.^'^ 
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This poem, with its profound and eloquent statement of 
Emily’s philosophy, was not one of those chosen by her as 
worthy of a more permanent record; for in February 1844, 
a few weeks after Charlotte returned from Brussels, Emily had 
begun to transcribe what she regarded as her most satisfactory 
poems into two little books — one for her Gondal poems, the 
other for her secret, directly personal verses. Charlotte, who 
knew that Emily and Anne occasionally wrote poems, was not 
shewn these books, which were kept locked in Emily’s desk. 

Charlotte, restless, unhappy, and passionately determined to 
make something of her life, though repulsed by circumstances 
was by no means defeated. Already she was forming a plan 
whereby the hopes she had aroused in her sisters, and still more 
in herself, might even yet be realized, and their education, 
acquired at so considerable an expense, might yet repay them. In 
June, when Branwell and Anne came home for their summer 
holiday, and Ellen paid a visit to the parsonage, this plan was 
discussed. The school, Charlotte suggested, might now be set 
up in the parsonage, suitably enlarged. Mr. Bronte could then 
be cared for, and the sisters could live together again, doing 
their duty to their father, and making something of themselves.^® 
At no time did Charlotte suggest that she was moved by the 
desire to teach; it was plain that the school was merely a means 
to an end. The poverty of the methods by which women might 
then break the bonds of domesticity is shown by the fact that 
Charlotte faced with actual enthusiasm the prospect of teaching, 
which she detested. But then she had at the back of her mind an 
even more powerful inducement. If the school was successful, 
she would have the money, and the prestige, to revisit 
Brussels. 

Branwell’s part, if any, in the plan was not made clear. The 
three girls now possessed sufficient capital, left to them by their 
aunt, to set the school on its feet.®® They would be able to pay 
for the proposed additions to the parsonage. All three had now 
gained valuable experience in the teaching of children and had 
mastered the subjects necessary to form a reasonable syllabus. 
There remained only the promise of pupils. But pupils were 
precisely what the Bronte sisters could not obtain. Charlotte 
drew up and had printed a prospectus,®^ which she sent to all 
parents, with children of suitable age, known to her.®® Ellen 
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and other friends also distributed prospectuses. But not one 
inquiry was received.^® 

The reactions of the sisters to this news varied greatly. To 
Anne, this final failure of the school scheme came as a cruel 
blow. She, more than any otlier of her family, felt the need of 
home — and now more than e\ er before. The company of Bran- 
well at Thorp Green, so eagerly sought by her, and for wliich 
she had planned with such he pe, was proving worse than use- 
less. His behaviour was alrc ady causing her uneasiness and 
alarm. 

Bran well’s intense excitem mt when he visited Halifax was 
commented upon by his frien Is.^^ Charlotte also noted that her 
brother was nervy and irrital le during his summer holidavs;^*^ 
but this she attributed wholh to his health: ‘My poor brother 
is always ill,’ she wrote. She was beginning to accept Bran well 
as a weakling — but, for the time, with affection. Contempt and 
disapproval were to come later.^’ But to Anne, living in the 
same house with her brother and Mrs. Robinson, Branwell’s 
behaviour had another and more obvious significance — a sig- 
nificance necessarily lost upon Charlotte, and of which the 
youngest Bronte, whose uneasiness had not yet resolved itself 
into words, would not speak. Now that the school plan had 
finally failed, Anne had to face, not only an indefinite separation 
from her home and sisters, but also the loss of whatever peace 
and contentment she had managed to build about her at Thorp 
Green. 

To Emily, the failure of the school plan came as an imper- 
sonal reinforcement of the struggle in her mind, and, with 
Charlotte’s plain unhappiness and Branwell’s decline before her, 
any ambition she may once have felt was finally extinguished. 
She gave up all thought of material advancement, and dwelt in- 
creasingly on that which she had come to see must be master in 
her house. The preservation of her integrity was her first and 
chief concern: 

When weary with the long day s care 
And earthly change from pain to pain, 

And lost and ready to despair 
Thy kind voice calls me back again — 

O my true Friend, I am not lone 
While thou const speak with such a tone! 
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So hopeless is the world without 
The world within I doubly prize 
Thy world, where guile and hate and doubt 
And cold suspicion never rise — 

Where thou and I and Liberty 
Have undisputed sovereignty. 

What matters it that all around 
Danger and grief and darkness lie 
If but within our bosom's bound 
We hold a bright unsullied sky 
Warm with ten thousand mingled rays 
Of suns that know no winter days? 

Reason indeed may oft complain 
For Nature's sad reality, 

And tell the suffering heart how vain 
Its cherished dreams must always be 
And Truth may rudely trample down 
The flowers of Fancy newly blown. 

But thou art ever there to bring 
The hovering visions hack and breathe 
New glories o'er the blighted spring 
And call a lovelier life from death 
And whisper with a voice divine 
Of real worlds as bright as thine. 

I trust not to thy phantom bliss, 

Yet still in evening's quiet hour 
With neverffailing thankfulness 
I welcome thee benignant power 
Sure solacer of human cares 
And brighter hope when hope despairs.^^ 

Yet her renunciation was not made without a struggL 

O, thy bright eyes must answer now. 

When Reason, with a scornful brow. 

Is mocking at my overthrow; 

O, thy sweet tongue must plead for me 
And tell why I have chosen thee! 

Stern Reason is to judgerhent come 
Arrayed in all her forms of gloom; 
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Wilt thou my advocate be dumb? 

No, radiant angel, speak and say 
Why I did cast the world away: 

Why I have persevered to shun 
The common paths that others run 
And on a strange road journeyed on, 

Heedless alike of Wealth and Power — 

Of Glory s Wreatl and Pleasure's Flower. 

These once indeed . cemed Beings divine, 

And they perchana heard vows of mine 
And saw my offerugs on their shrine — 

But careless gifts ar seldom prized 
And mine were wo> thily despised; 

So ivith a ready heart I swore 
To seek their altar : tone no more, 

And gave my spirit to adore 
Thee, ever present, phantom thing. 

My Slave, my Comrade and my King! 

A slave because I rule thee still 
Incline thee to my changeful will 
And make thy influence good or ill — 

A comrade, for by day and night 
Thou art my intimate delight — 

My Darling Pain that wounds and sears 
And wrings a blessing out from tears 
By deadening me to real cares; 

And yet a king — though prudence well 
Have taught thy subject to rebel — 

And am I wrong to worship where 
Faith cannot doubt nor Hope despair, 

Since my own soul can grant my prayer? 

Speak God of Visions, plead for me 
And tell why I have chosen theeP^ 

To Charlotte the collapse of the school scheme came as a 
bitter disappointment. Every effort to make something of her 
life had been frustrated. She seemed tied inexorably to a future 
of pandering to the whims of a half-blind father in an inaccessible 
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village far from the springs of life and action as she visualized 
them. The hfe of literature, of art, of brilliant conversation, and 
of romance after which her heart longed was reduced to books 
from the library at Keighley, an eight mile walk; to her pains- 
taking drawings; to meetings, giving little satisfaction to either 
party, with the local curates, who afforded her scope only 
for analysis of character and for exercise of a sharp tongue; and, 
finally, to walks and talks with Emily, whom Charlotte no 
more than half unde^tood, and who could not be persuaded into 
full confidence.^® J 

Thus Charlotte fell into depression of mind and a correspond- 
ing weariness of body. Her life seemed purposeless. She had 
little or nothing to do. Emily had long since made the ordering 
of the house her prerogative, and Charlotte's inclinations were 
not towards housework.^ ^ Soon, even worse befell. She again 
strained her eyes, and had to give up drawing, reading, or writing 
for hours, sometimes for days at a time. 

Her depression was mainly due, however, to the silence of 
Hegcr, to whom she had written often. His only reply, in April, 
suggested a six months’ interval between the letters, which threat- 
ened already to become an embarrassment.^^ Charlotte had re- 
plied at once, then again, ignoring the time limit, at the end of 
July, when the school circulars were being printed: ‘I am well 
aware that it is not my turn to write to you,' she said, ‘but as 
Mrs. Wheelwright is going to Brussels and is kind enough to 
take charge of a letter — it seems to me that I ought not to neglect 
so favourable an opportunity of writing to you. I am very 
pleased that the school-year is nearly over and that the holidays 
are approaching — I am pleased on your account. Monsieur — 
for I am told that you are working too hard and that your health 
has suffered somewhat in consequence. For that reason I refrain 
from uttering a single complaint for your long silence — I would 
rather remain six months without receiving news from you 
than add one grain to the weight, already too heavy, which 
overwhelms you. I know well that it is now the period of com- 
positions, that it Avill soon be that of examinations, and later 
on of prizes — and during all that time you are condemned to 
breathe the stifling atmosphere of the class-rooms — to wear 
yourself out — to explain, to question, to talk all day, and then* 
in the evening you have all those wretched compositions to 
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read, to correct, almost to re-write. Ah, Monsieur ! I once wrote 
you a letter that was less than reasonable, because sorrow was 
at my heart; but I shall do so no more — I shall try to be selfish 
no longer; and even while I look upon your letters as one of the 
greatest felicities known to me, I shall await the receipt of them 
until it pleases you and suits you to send me any. Meanwhile, I 
may well send you a little letter from time to time: — you have 
authorised me to do so. I greatl/ fear I shall forget French, for I 
am firmly convinced that I shall see you again some day— I 
know not how or when — but v must be, for I wish it so muc h, 
and then I should not wish to remain dumb before you- -it 
would be too sad to see you anc' not be able to speak to you. To 
avoid such a misfortune I learn every day by heart half a page 
of French from a book written in familiar style: and I take 
pleasure in learning this lesson Monsieur; as I pronounce the 
French words it seems to me a^ if I were chatting with you. I 
have just been offered a situation as first governess in a large 
school in Manchester, with a salary of (i.c. 2,500 francs) 
per annum. I cannot accept it, for in accepting it I should have 
to leave my father, and that I cannot do. Nevertheless I have a 
plan — (when one lives retired the brain goes on working; there 
is the desire of occupation, the wish to embark on an active 
career.) Our parsonage is rather a large house — with a few 
alterations there will be room for five or six boarders. If I could 
find this number of children of good family, I should devote 
myself to their education. Emily does not care much for teach- 
ing, but she would look after the housekeeping, and, although 
something of a recluse, she is too good-hearted not to do all she 
could for the well-being of the children. Moreover, she is very 
generous, and as for order, economy, strictness — and diligent 
work — all of them things very essential in a school — I willingly 
take that upon myself. That, Monsieur, is my plan, which I have 
already explained to my father and which he approves. It only 
remains to find the pupils — rather a difficult thing — for we live 
rather far from towns, and people do not greatly care about 
crossing the hills which form as it were a barrier around us. 
But the task that is without difficulty is also without merit; 
there is great interest in triumphing over obstacles. I do not say 
I shall succeed, but I shall try to succeed — the effort alone will 
do me good. There is nothing I fear so much as idleness, th^ 
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want of occupation, inactivity, the lethargy of the faculties: 
when the body is idle, the spirit suffers painfully. I should not 
know this lethargy if I could write. Formerly I passed whole 
days and weeks and months in writing, not wholly without 
result, for Southey and Coleridge — two of our best authors, to 
whom I sent certain manuscripts — were good enough to express 
their approval; but now my sight is too weak to write — were 
I to write much I should become blind. This weakness of sight 
is a terrible hindrance to me. Otherwise do you know what I 
should do. Monsieur? — I should write a book, and I should 
dedicate it to my literature-master — to the only master I ever 
had — to you. Monsieur. I have often told you in French how 
much I respect you — ^how much I am indebted to your good- 
ness, to your advice; I should like to say it once in English. But 
that cannot be — it is not to be thought of. The career of letters 
is closed to me — only that of teaching is open. It does not offer 
the same attractions; never mind, I shall enter it, and if I do not 
go far it shall not be for want of industry. You too. Monsieur — 
you wished to be a barrister — destiny or providence made you 
a professor; you are happy in spite of it.’^® Charlotte added a 
postscript: ‘I have not begged you to write to me soon as I fear 
to importune you — but you are too kind to forget that I wish 
it all the same — yes, I wish it greatly. Enough: after all, do as 
you wish. Monsieur. If, then, I received a letter, and if I thought 
that you had written it out of pity — ^I should feel deeply wounded 
.... Once more goodbye. Monsieur; it hurts to say goodbye 
even in a letter. Oh, it is certain that I shall see you again — it 
must be so — for as soon as I have earned enough money to go 
to Brussels I shall go there — and I shall see you again if only for 
a moment.’^^ 

Heger did not reply to this letter; and three months later, in 
October, when the school scheme had failed, when the thought 
of his former kindness and interest alone sustained Charlotte 
against almost complete despair, she wrote to him once more. ‘I 
am in high glee this morning,' she told him, ‘ — and that has 
rarely happened to me these last two years. It is because a gentle- 
man of my acquaintance*® is going to Brussels, and has offered 
to take charge of a letter for you — ^which letter he will deliver 
to you himself, or else his sister,** so that I shall be certain that 
you have received it. I am not going to write a long letter; in 
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the first place, I have not the time — it must leave at once; and 
then, I am afraid of worrying you. I would only ask you if you 
heard from me at the beginning of May and again in the month 
of August? For six months I have been waiting a letter from 
Monsieur — six months’ waiting is very long, you know. How- 
ever, I do not complain, and I shall be richly rewarded for a Uttle 
sorrow if you will now write a letter and give it to this gentle- 
man — or to his sister — who will hand it to me without fail. I 
shall be satisfied with the lettc* however brief it be — only do 
not forget to tell me of yoi<r health. Monsieur, and how 
Madame and the children are, and the governesses and pupils. 
My father and sisters send yov their respects. My father’s in- 
firmity increases little by little. Nevertheless he is not y'et 
entirely blind. My sisters are well, but my poor brother is 
always ill. Farewell, Monsieur; [ am depending on soon having 
your news. The idea delights me, for the remembrance of your 
kindness will never fade from my memory, and as long as that 
remembrance endures the respect with which it has inspired me 
will endure likewise.’^’ Charlotte adds in a postscript: ‘I have 
just had bound all the books you gave me when I was at 
Brussels. I take delight in contemplating them; they make quite 
a httle library. To begin with, there are the complete works of 
Bernardine de St. Pierre — the Pensees de Pascal — a book of 
poetry, two German books — and (worth all the rest) two dis- 
courses of Monsieur le Professeur Fleger, deUvered at the distri- 
bution of prizes of the Athcnce Royal.’*® 

Branwell could have taken little more than a detached interest 
in the fortunes of the plan hatching so earnestly in the parsonage 
during his summer holidays. He was apparently intended to 
play no part in the school, but in any event he was altogether 
too engrossed in his own emotions. Romance of a kind had 
finally entered Branwell’s hfe without waiting upon imaginative 
creation: ‘This lady’, he was to write later of Mrs. Robinson, 
‘(though her husband detested me) showed me a degree of 
kindness which, when I was deeply grieved one day at her hus- 
band’s conduct, ripened into declarations of more than ordinary 
feehng. My admiration of her mental and personal attractions, 
my knowledge of her unselfish sincerity, her sweet temper, and 
unwearied care for others, with but unrequited return where 
most should have been given , . . although she is seventeen years 
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my senior, all combined to an attachment on my part, and led 
to reciprocations which I had little looked for. During three 
years I had daily “troubled pleasure soon chastised by fear’’ 

Whatever the exact truth (if there is such a thing) about 
Branwell and Mrs. Robinson, he certainly imagined himself to 
be passionately in love with her. She did not return his feelings, 
it is plain — he was simply a welcome diversion in a life of bore- 
dom — but she gave him enough encouragement for him to 
build his fantasies on. His letters show him to be morbid, ex- 
travagant, paranoiac, and even caddish about his relationship 
with her, but he could not make up something out of nothing. 
He was also largely at the mercy of his Bronte temperament, 
with its hyper-intensity of feeling, allied to a character naturally 
weak and still further weakened by his family’s over-indulgence 
and too high expectations. So he flung himself into the raptures 
and tortures of love as he had always flung himself into every 
experience. He could not think seriously, or for long, of any- 
thing else. 

The breach between him and his family was widened still 
further when Charlotte left him out of her latest plan. She 
thought of him as a hopeless weakling; Anne was horrified by 
his excesses; from Emily alone, of his three sisters, was Branwell 
now likely to obtain more than a passing or dutiful attention. 
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CALM BEFORE STORM 


All the Brontes together again, Charlotte m marriage. Another letter to M. Higer. 
Mary Taylor off to New Zealand. She aduises Charlotte to leave home. Charlotte 
refuses. Her dissatisfaction. Anne* s troubles it Thorp Green. Emily s growing contefit- 

ment. Ht r poems. 

At Christmas all the Brontes v ere again at home. Ellen asked 
Charlotte and Anne to spend Christmas with her. Emily AA/as 
not included m the invitation.^ [n the event, none of the sisUTs 
accepted the offer, but in her let ter telling Ellen that they could 
not come, Charlotte gave b icf character sketches of her 
youngest sister and of Ellen, and, incidentally, of herself. Ellen 
had been given one of Flossy’s puppies: ‘The Catastrophe, which 
you relate so calmly about your book-muslin dress, lace bertha, 
etc. convulsed me with cold shudderings of horror,’ exclaimed 
Charlotte, ‘ — you have reason to curse the day when so fatal a 
present was offered you. As to that infamous little hitch — the 
perfect serenity with which you endured the disaster proves 
most fully to me that you would make the best wife, mother 
and mistress of a family in the world. You and Anne are a pair, 
for marvellous philosophical powers of endurance — no spoilt 
dinners — scorched linen, dirtied carpets — torn sofa-covers, 
squealing brats, cross husbands would ever discompose either 
of you. You ought never to marry a good-tempered man — 
such a union would be mingling honey with sugar.’^ 

Charlotte’s thoughts were often upon a husband and lover. 
It was true of her, as of Anne, that the need for love came first 
in her life; only the nature of the love desired differed as the 
character of the sisters differed. All Charlotte’s rough denials, 
all her scathing comments on men, were but so many affirmations 
of that which she was so busy denying. That she despised the 
husband-hunter, the woman who would at all costs be married, 
is without question; but she knew what she was missing as the 
years passed and the hope of a true marriage grew fainter. 
Underlying all her thought, all that she was to write, glowed 
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this deep, unalterable longing for love; not the puny, self- 
indulgent, mercenary, ignoble relationship between man and 
woman she saw so often about her, but a forthright, self-forget- 
ful union — a marriage of true minds. 

Christmas passed peacefully and even gaily — the last time 
peace, or even a semblance of it, was to be found when all the 
Brontes were together. Branwell was quieter and more amen- 
able than he had been in the summer;® and though Anne had 
no cause to feel easier about him, to Charlotte at this time he 
actually appeared in better health than a few months earlier.* 
The latter part of the holiday was enlivened by a visit from 
Mary Taylor;* yet the usual good effect of her brisk, hearty, 
and affectionate personality was overcast by the news she 
brought with her. For Mary had decided finally to go to New 
Zealand. She intended to leave England within the next few 
days.* 

For Charlotte, Mary’s last visit held a double sorrow. Mary 
it was who had taken Charlotte’s recent letter to Hcger at 
Brussels; and she had returned empty-handed. While her visitor 
remained at the parsonage, and in between the walks, talks, 
music, and occasional fun of the party, Charlotte withdrew to 
make yet another passionate and pathetic appeal to her master 
in Brussels:’ ‘Mr. Taylor has returned,’ she wrote. ‘I asked him 
if he had a letter for me. “No; nothing.’’ “Patience,’’ said I — 
“His sister will be here soon.’’ Miss Taylor has returned. “I 
have nothing for you from Monsieur Heger,” says she; “Neither 
letter nor message.” Having reaUsed the meaning of these 
words, I said to myself what I should say to another similarly 
placed: “You must be resigned, and above all do not grieve at 
a misfortune which you have not deserved.” I strove to restrain 
my tears, to utter no complaint. But when one does not com- 
plain, when one seeks to dominate oneself with a tyrant’s grip, 
the faculties start into rebellion, and one pays for external calm 
with an internal struggle that is almost unbearable. Day and 
night I find neither rest nor peace. If I sleep I am disturbed by 
tormenting dreams in which I see you always severe, always 
grave, always incensed against me. Forgive me, then. Monsieur, 
if I adopt the course of writing to you again. How can I endure 
life if I make no effort to ease its sufferings? I know that you will 
be irritated when you read this letter. You will say once more 
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that I am hysterical — that I have black thoughts, etc. So be it, 
Monsieur; I do not seek to justify myself; I submit to every sort 
of reproach. All I know is that I cannot, that I will not, resign 
myself to lose wholly the friendship of my master. I would 
rather suffer the greatest physical pain than always have my 
heart lacerated by smarting regrets. If my master withdraws his 
friendship from me entirely I siiall be altogether without hope; 
if he gives me a little— just a litrle — I shall be satisfied — happy; I 
shall have reason for living cn, for working. Monsieur, :he 
poor have not need of much tc sustain them — they ask only for 
the crumbs that fall from the ^ ich men’s table — but if they ire 
refused the crumbs they die o" hunger. Nor do I, cither, nred 
much affection from those I lo’^ c. I should not know what to do 
with a friendship entire and omplete — I am not used to it. 
But you showed me a little oi your interest when I was your 
pupil in Brussels, and I hold oi to the maintenance of that little 
interest — I hold on to it as I wc^uld hold on to life. You will tell 
me perhaps — ‘‘I take not the slightest interest in you, Made- 
moiselle Charlotte. You arc no longer an inmate of my House; 
I have forgotten you.” Well, Monsieur, tell me so frankly. It 
will be a shock to me. It matters not. It would be less dreadful 
than uncertainty. I shall not re-read this letter. I send it as I have 
written it. Nevertheless, I have a hidden consciousness that some 
people, cold and common-sense, in reading it would say — “She 
is talking nonsense.” I would avenge myself on such persons in 
no other way than by wishing them one single day of the tor- 
ments which I have suffered for eight months. We should then 
see if they would not talk nonsense too. One suffers in silence so 
long as one has the strength to do so, and when that strength 
gives out one speaks without too carefully measuring one’s 
words. I wish Monsieur happiness and prosperity.’® 

Charlotte had, as usual, to wait and hope for an answer; there 
was nothing else she could do. Meanwhile, when her eyes 
allowed her, she continued to pore over whatever French news- 
papers and books she could lay hands upon. Desperate at 
Heger’s indifference, she spoke of taking a position in Paris — to 
attempt to go again to Brussels directly was of course not to be 
thougnt of.® But it was a vain dream, and she knew it; she was 
tied to Haworth and her father. Her self-respect was shaken by 
thoughts of the letter she had written; yet as the days, the weeks, 
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and months passed without reply she had to face a future so 
bleak as to threaten the remnants of hope and resolution within 
her. At Haworth, she was no one, a person without a future. 
Her spirits failed. She felt old and useless. ‘I can hardly tell you 
how time gets on here,’ she wrote. ‘There is no event whatever 
to mark its progress — one day resembles another, and alWiave 
heavy , lifeless physiognomies — Sunday, baking day and Saturday 
are the only ones that bear the slightest distinctive mark. Mean- 
time life wears away — I shall soon be thirty and I have done 
nothing yet. Sometimes I get melancholy at the prospect before 
and behind me — yet it is wrong and foolish to repine — and un- 
doubtedly my duty directs me to stay at home for the present. 
There was a time when Haworth was a very pleasant place to 
me, it is not so now — I feel as if we were all buried here — I long 
to travel — to work — to live a life of action. 

The kind of visits Charlotte was able to make occasionally 
did little for her. She went to Hunsworth, to be with Mary 
Taylor just before she left England, but the stay only heightened 
her dissatisfaction.^’ The occasion did not make for happiness, 
and some of the talks they had made matters even worse. Mary, 
who was pained and indignant to see Charlotte throwing away 
her life at Haworth, urged her to follow her own example, and 
to leave home. Taxed by Mary about her life at home, Charlotte 
‘owned she did not like it. Her health was weak. She said she 
would like any change at first, as she had liked Brussels at first, 
and she thought that there must be some possibility for some 
people of having a life of more variety and more communion 
with human kind, but she saw none for her.’’^ Mary pressed her 
point warmly. She told her friend that she ought not to stay 
at home; that to spend the next five years there, in solitude and 
poor health, would ruin her: ‘Think of what you’ll be five 
years hence!’ Mary began; but, seeing a dark shadow come 
over Charlotte’s face at the thought, she stopped, and told her 
not to cry. Charlotte did not cry, but went on walking up and 
down the room, and said a little later, ‘But I intend to stay, 
Polly. Soon afterwards she left Hunsworth, not altogether 
sorry to be going, even though she knew she might never see 
her friend again. She went back to her eventless days, her un- 
requited longing, and her letters to Ellen — ^filled mostly with 
superficial news and diatribes against the curates who now 
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buzzed like flies about the parsonage, avoiding encounters with 
Emily, but attracted to the slightly more accessible Charlotte 
with her sharp and lively tongue. 

Anne, though busier, was not less wretched at Thorp Green 
than Charlotte at Haworth. The years away from home tried 
her flinging, affectionate nature even more than the sympathetic 
Charlotte realized, and she was now horrified by Bran well’s be- 
haviour and full of fears for the future — fears that Charlotte 
could not even dream of. The least suspicious mind could 
scarcely have avoided coriclus ons that formed themselves a^ the 
days passed at Thorp Greer; the least sensitive mind could 
scarcely have failed to feel som- thing of the suspense that wor ried 
Anne. Bran well was not made for concealment. His moments of 
delirious joy and extravagant dejection were plain for all to see; 
nor could the cause remain hidden for long. 

The only one of the Bronte^ to feel some peace of mind at this 
time was Emily, now settled determinedly in her beloved home. 
Her increasing periods of calm, her moments of happiness, 
sometimes even of triumph, and, more rarely still, of a positive 
exaltation, came from her mastery of an unruly and passionate 
will, and from her growing sense of detachment from the life 
about her, even when she was in the midst of it. This remote- 
ness, which piqued Charlotte sorely, gave Emily much satis- 
faction, which appears more than once in verses that show 
a great advance on any she had written before. But Emily 
does not seem to have been aware of their merit. Her mind 
was divided; she wanted to be a poet but she did not think 
of herself as a poet, and she suspected weakness in this method 
of expressing herself.^ ^ So she made light of her poems, and hid 
the books in which they were written; ashamed, not so much of 
what she wrote as of her surrender to the impulse which urged 
her to write. In her eyes this surrender could not be justified by 
talk of art. Emily would, indeed, have expressed herself pretty 
bluntly had anyone spoken to her in such terms. 

It is precisely this fugitive, instinctive character of Emily’s 
poems that first singles them out. Despite the occasional re- 
vision that, for all her indifferent opinion of the poems, the 
artist in her felt impelled to make, her verses are essentially 
spontaneous; and it is in this spontaneity that their charm and 
much of their power lie. As poet, Emily has a child’s impulsive 
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optpouring of fad emotion, a child’s directness of 

vision. Her poems also have the disadvantages of immaturity — 
if technique, which she never fully mastered, in grammatical 
error, in clumsy conveyance of idea, and in rhymes which are 
often poor and sometimes downright bad. At times, she lacks a 
■sense of rhythm and music, and many of her lines are marred 
by poetic cliches, borrowed frequently from Cowper, whose 
influence on the Brontes was almost wholly unfortunate. 

All these characteristics of the child are found in Emily as 
poet. Anything but childish, however, is the mastery — casual 
though it may seem — of word and swift unimpeded Une, the 
depth of passion and the expression of mystic joy. Emily wrote 
with power because she felt strongly and saw clearly. She wrote 
casually because she used the medium of poetry with reluctance. 
She does not embellish her lines. She makes no attempt to woo 
the reader. Deep feeling forced utterance from her. She had 
something to say, and she said it, with passion, without orna- 
ment, in words of the utmost simplicity. 

This simplicity often appears merely naive, the thought 
crude and the expression commonplace. Emily’s use of the de- 
based poetic vocabulary of the age (of which Charlotte as poet 
is a lamentable example) is a handicap to full appreciation of her 
work. But when the literal meaning of her words is accepted, 
.as she intended, her poems appear more and more as the some- 
times great and almost always remarkable things they are. 
Emily’s verses remained ji^r servants. She did not cultivate 
verbal beauty; nevertheless it glows from hdr lines with sombre 
power.*® ‘ 
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Entity as business woman. A new curare at Haworth. A letter from M. Higer. Anne 
comes home. Charlotte on holiday. Branwell in disgrace. Reactions of two sisters to 

their brother's decline. 

This transcendental poet was also a careful business woman, 
though at times a somewhat obstinate one. Emily, as the only 
sister at home after Miss Bran well’s death, had been left to invest 
the money bequeathed to th< Bronte sisters by their aunt. She 
had bought shares in the Yc rk and North Midland Railway. 
At this time, just before the widespread uncertainty that was to 
be felt in railways as a form of investment, Emily’s choice had 
been much approved by Charlotte, who saw their legacies 
growing larger. ‘Emily’, her elder sister told Miss Wooler, ‘has 
made herself mistress of the necessary degree of knowledge for 
conducting the matter, by dint of carefully reading every para- 
graph and every advertisement in the news papers that related 
to railroads, and as we have abstained from all gambling, all 
mere speculative buying-in and selUng-out — we have got on 
very decently.’ ‘ 

In May of this year, 1845, yet another curate arrived at 
Haworth. His advent was reported with unusual restraint by 
Charlotte: ‘Papa has got a new curate lately, a Mr. NichoUs 
from Ireland. He did duty for the first time on Sunday — ^he 
appears a respectable young man, reads well, and I hope will 
give satisfaction.’* 

This — from Charlotte — almost high praise of a curate is un- 
likely to have been due entirely to the merits of Arthur Bell 
Nicholls. Charlotte had at last received a letter from H^ger* — 
the second in the sixteen months since she had left Brussels. Her 
spirits rose still higher a month later, when Anne and her brother 
came back to Haworth for their summer hoUdays, and Anne an- 
nounced that she was not going to return to the Robinsons.* 
She said nothing about Bran\<rell, who went back to Thorp 
Green alone after a week at home.* Charlotte was overjoyed; 
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she did not suspect the real reason for her sister’s sudden decision 
after enduring six uncongenial years at Thorp Green without 
complaint: ‘Anne, I am rejoiced to say has decided not to return 
to Mr. Robinson’s’, she tells Ellen contentedly. She adds signifi- 
cantly: *her presence at home certainly makes me feel more at 
liberty’.® 

In high spirits, having replied to Heger, who again reminded 
her of the six months’ interval,’ Charlotte planned a visit to 
Ellen at the vicarage of Hathersage in Derbyshire, where her 
friend was preparing for the new vicar, her brother Henry, and 
his bride — for, after Charlotte’s refusal, he had married else- 
where.® In the same letter to Ellen, Charlotte returns to normal- 
ity. Mr. Nicholls, it seems, had shown his true colours since 
Charlotte’s first mild judgement; or, more probably, his foibles 
had merged in Charlotte’s mind with those of his fellow curates.® 

Ellen, too, showed the interest of Victorian young ladies in 
the comings and goings of the younger clergy; but Charlotte 
brushed aside her friend’s gentle comments: ‘I have no desire at 
all to see your medical-clerical curate. I think he must be like 
all the other curates I have seen — and they seem to me a self- 
seeking, vain, empty race. At this blessed moment we have no 
less than three of them in Haworth Parish — and God knows 
there is not one to mend another.’^® She was equal to them, how- 
ever. ‘The other day they all three — accompanied by Mr. 
Smidt“ . . . dropped or rather rushed in unexpectedly to tea. 
It was Monday and I was hot and tired — still if they had behaved 
quietly and decently I would have served them out their tea in 
peace — but they began glorifying themselves and abusing dis- 
senters in such a manner that my temper lost its balance, and I 
pronounced a few sentences sharply and rapidly which struck 
them all dumb. Papa was greatly horrified also — I don’t regret 
it.’"® 

The ‘few sentences’, and the curates’ discomfiture were left to 
her friend’s imagination; but Ellen had seen others routed by 
Charlotte’s tongue and the indignant glare of her eyes — those 
large, expressive eyes which many people were to find so striking 
in an otherwise unremarkable face. The eyes of all three Bronte 
girls were their only claim to beauty, except for Anne’s soft 
hair and clear complexion. 

Anne was soon walking again on the moors with Emily, 
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planning new Gondal chronicles, and telling her mild adventures 
at places she had visited. She was most anxious that Emily 
should see Scarborough — a particular favourite of her own — 
and the two girls arranged a short trip there. But their plan 
conflicted with Charlotte’s proposed visit to Ellen, and the 
masterful eldest sister informed her friend: 1 have told Emily 
and Anne that I should not like again to put you off — and for 
that and for some other reasons they have decided to give up the 
idea of going to Scarbro’ and instead, to make a httle excui sion 
next Monday and Tuesday to Ilkley or elsewhere.’^® 

The two girls gave up the i lea of Scarborough, which Emily 
was now never to see, but the) were determined to have the little 
excursion together. They wc’*e also determined to go, not to 
Ilkley, but to some place ne, rer than Scarborough that Anne 
wished Emily to see. They decided on York, whose cathedral 
was specially admired by Anne, and to York, therefore, both 
girls went forthwith. On the way they spent their time re- 
enacting, in the characters of various Gondal Royalists, certain 
sanguinary scenes of the revolution then convulsing the Gondals. 
From York they went to Keighley, and so home on foot. The 
whole excursion was completed in three days, by the second day 
of July. 

Charlotte stayed a fortnight at Hathersage, and, despite her 
description of herself at this time as a middle-aged person, she 
enjoyed herself sufficiently well to authorize her friend to beg 
Mr. Bronte for a further week of her company. The gossipy 
bedroom talks and the walks with the admiring Ellen were 
undeniably comforting even if the confidences between the two 
girls omitted the two subjects most in Charlotte’s mind.^® 
Ellen’s request to Mr. Bronte was granted. ‘If you have set your 
heart on Charlotte staying another week, she has our united 
consent,’ wrote Emily in one of her brief, rare letters. ‘I, for one, 
will take everything easy on Sunday. I am glad she is enjoying 
herself; let her make the most of the next seven days to return 
stout and hearty. Love to her and you from Anne and myself — 
and tell her all are well at honie.’^* 

‘All are well at home,’ said Emily; but a few days later she 
and Anne had on their hands at the parsonage one who could by 
no stretch of imagination merit such a description. While Char- 
lotte was away, Branwell had again come back from Thorp 
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Green to spend the rest of his hoUdays at home while the Robin- 
son family went on to Scarborough. He had gone back to Thorp 
Green for a few days because he could not bear to be separ- 
ated from Mrs. Robinson, but this return during his holidays 
had been sufficiently remarkable to confirm Mr. Robinson’s 
suspicions. There followed hard on Branwell’s heels a letter from 
Mr. Robinson dismissing him, and forbidding him the house. 
This blow — ^inevitable though it must have seemed to any 
reasoning mind — fell upon the sanguine and reckless Branwell 
with fearful force. He sank into morbid despair, was prostrated 
by misery, and finally fell into a stupor. But this did not last 
long; Branwell could do nothing by halves: ‘Eleven continuous 
rughts of sleepless horror reduced me to almost bhndness,’ he 
tells his friend Grundy.^® He drank continuously in an effort to 
escape his despair, but the remedy proved worse than the 
disease, and he at last had a bad bout of delirium tremens.*' 

To a household distracted by the antics of this stricken creature 
— now violent, now abject, now clamouring for sympathy with 
his loss and sufferings, in turn defiant, tearful, suicidal, threaten- 
ing — Charlotte, all unsuspecting of ill, now returned. She was 
in particularly good spirits, reading the French newspapers that 
had become one of her chief pleasures, and cheered by a httle 
adventure in the train to Keighley, where, so much did things 
French now mean to her, she had plucked up sufficient courage 
to speak to a man whom she believed to be a Frenchman: ‘There 
was a gentleman in the railroad carriage whom I recognised by 
his features immediately as a foreigner and Frenchman. So sure 
was I of it, that I ventured to say to him in French — “Monsieur 
est franfais, n’est-ce-pas?” He gave a start of surprise, and 
answered immediately in his own tongue; he appeared stUl 
more astonished, and even puzded, when after a few minutes’ 
further conversation, I enquired if he had not passed the greater 
part of his fife in Germany. He said the surmise was correct. 
I had guessed it from his speaking French with the German 
accent.’*® 

But for all her good spirits, Charlotte, as she afterwards told 
Ellen, had a presentiment of sorrow awaiting her at Haworth.** 
Anne told her for the first time why she had given up her posi- 
tion at Thorp Green, and why her brother had been disgraced. 
‘It was ten o Mock at night wnen I got home. I found Branwell 
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ill; he is so very often owing to his own fault. I was not therefore 
shocked at first, but when Anne informed me of the immediate 
cause of his present illness, I was very greatly shocked. He had 
last Thursday received a note from Mr. Robinson sternly dis- 
missing him, intimating that he had discovered his proceedings, 
which he characterised as bad beyond expression, and charging 
him on pain of exposure to break off instantly and for ever all 
communication with every m<'mber of his family. We have had 
sad work with Bran well since He thought of nothing but stun- 
ning or drowning his distres'^ of mind. No one in the house 
could have rest.’®^ 

Charlotte regarded her broiher with mounting disgust. The 
more he bewailed his lot and called upon the name of Mrs. 
Robinson, the more his eldest* sister railed at him as none but 
she could do in that household When Branwell recovered from 
his attack sufficiently to profess contrition, Charlotte packed 
him off for a week to North Wales to recover under the care 
of his faithful but not over good friend, John Brown the sexton.®* 
But Charlotte had her doubts about the future: ‘He promises 
amendment on his return,’ she told Ellen, ‘but so long as he 
remains at home I scarce dare hope for peace in the house. We 
must all, I fear, prepare for a season of distress and disquietude.’®* 

Charlotte was right. Branwell returned, slightly better in 
health, but as morbidly wretched as ever. He tortured himself 
and everyone round him with futile repinings, and with fore- 
bodings (actually without foundation) of Mrs. Robinson’s 
sufferings.®® To friends beyond reach of his voice he wrote 
harrowing tales of his passion, of the lack of sympathy at home, 
and of his desperate plight: ‘I have lain during nine long weeks 
utterly shattered in body and broken down in mind. The prob- 
ability of her becoming free to give me herself and estate never 
rose to drive away the prospect of her decline under her present 
grief. I dreaded, too, the wreck of my mind and body, which, 
God knows, during a short life have been severely tried.’®® 

Branwell was rarely free from his actual or potential audience; 
and it is no easier for the onlooker than it could have been for 
Branwell himself to disentangle at times the sincere emotion 
from the heroics and apologetics which clouded most of his 
words. ‘Of course, you will despise the writer of all this,’ he 
goes on to say; ‘ I can only answer that the writer does the same, 
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-and would not wish to live if he did not hope that work and 
^change might yet restore him. Apologising sincerely for what 
seems like whining egotism . . . 

When well enough to leave the parsonage, Branwell spent 
most of his time begging or borrowing money — the terms were 
synonymous to him — from his father or village cronies so that 
he might again drink and forget; but, having gained fresh heart, 
his sense of the dramatic was roused, and led to further posturing. 

So passed the summer and autumn of 1845, with Branwell 
veering between sober despair and drunken hope and with life 
in the parsonage dominated by this dreary and often alarming 
spectacle of weakness engulfed by a passion it had neither will 
nor inclination to conquer. The sight was not wholly unfamiliar 
to the three sisters; they were no strangers to drunkenness at 
home; but it now possessed a ghastly comprehensiveness which 
passed far beyond their worst imaginings. Branwell hid nothing, 
he knew nothing of reticence, and self-control had never been 
imposed upon him. If he did attempt to wrestle secretly with 
his sorrow, loneUness, and regrets, the attempts soon failed. 
Whether he had been hurt or had hurt himself he neither 
thought nor cared; sympathy he must have from some quarter 
— ^he was not particular so long as consolation was offered.®® 
When his sisters would hear him, Branwell would rave of Mrs. 
Robinson, of her love for him, of his love for her, of her suffer- 
ings at their enforced separation, and at the hands of the in- 
iquitous husband. When his sisters could or would not listen, 
when his friends did not answer his letters, when he could dis- 
cover no means of obtaining more money for drink or drugs, 
he would subside into a sullen, shamefaced silence, broken by 
obscure threats of violence.®® Occasionally he would try to pull 
himself together. He would repent with a violent self-condemna- 
tion that made these outbreaks scarcely less alarming than the 
drinking-bouts themselves; he dramatized every one of his 
miseries, discovering an aesthetic satisfaction in despair and 
repentance that made sympathy and reproof useless.®® The 
Bronte sisters watched this slide of their once promising brother 
from self-control and normaHty, each in her own way reacting 
to this new factor in their lives. Charlotte would not speak to 
him when she could possibly avoid doing so, and she would not 
allow Ellen to sec him: ‘Branwell still remains at home,* she told 
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her friend later in the year, ‘and while he is here — you shall not 
come. I am more confirmed in that resolution the more I see of 
him. I wish I could say one word to you in his favour, but I 
cannot, therefore I will hold my tongue.’*^ Almost every letter 
written to Ellen at this time contains some similar refusal to 
allow her friend to be touched by the contamination Charlotte 
believed Branwell might now spread. She felt ashamed that her 
brother should be seen in iiis degradation, and she brooded 
bitterly upon the sacrifices n ade, the years cast away vainly by 
her sisters and herself for one whom she now saw as no better 
than a drunken weakling. Although she, the eldest Bronte was 
no more than twenty-nine } ears old, Charlotte felt the weight 
of years and the sense of fail ire. Now she was able to place on 
her brother’s shoulders no small part of the blame foi this 
premature onset of age and 'bar of mediocrity. 

Yet all these grievances v ere as nothing to the humihation 
with which Charlotte was obliged to recognize in Bran well’s 
emotional problem an echo of her own. True, Branwell’s 
behaviour at Thorp Green, which profoundly shocked Char- 
lotte’s sense of morality, had degraded his problem almost 
below comparison with hers; but although Charlotte could not 
have acted as he had done, the superficial resemblance was in- 
escapable. Charlotte was too honest with herself not to admit this; 
but the very admission compelled her to react more violently 
against Branwell. Thus she had to face the fact that she was despis- 
ing him for longings that had been in her own mind, day and 
night, ever since she had come back from Brussels. She could not 
believe herself wholly right in these feelings, although the temp- 
tation was too great for her to resist completely. But whereas 
she used her letters to Heger as her sole outlet, Branwell, made 
of weaker stuff, threw his anxiety, his grief, his misery and self- 
reproaches on to every shoulder that seemed at all inclined to 
bear them. 

Here is an explanation of conduct which would otherwise 
seem difficult to account for. Charlotte’s attitude to Branwell 
was not only harsh, it gives every appearance of being hypo- 
critical, yet it is hard to believe that this woman, always so pain- 
fully direct with others, could escape some frankness with herself. 
Charlotte could not, with sincerity, blame Branwell for loving 
someone who was not free to return his feeUng. Nor could she 
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even blame him for declaring his passion, for her declarations 
had been little less open than his. But she could and did despise 
her brother for his lack of self-control. She only wrote to Heger 
— that was the full extent of her concession to the pressure of 
emotion — and she possibly succeeded in persuading herself that 
these letters did not reveal her feeUngs. Branwell, in contrast, 
wrote poems on his love,®^ he poured out long, melancholy, 
unanswerable letters to his friends, dealing in detail with his 
misfortunes, he whined incessantly,** whereas Charlotte carried 
on her daily life as best she could, though certain that joy had 
vanished from it for good. Branwell threw up work, pride, 
reticence; unable to face even his own thoughts, he made haste 
to dull and drown them — and for this he brought down upon 
himself the disgusted contempt of his elder sister. 

Anne, on the contrary, felt no wish to vent an unsatisfied 
emotion on Branwell. She was no less horrified than Charlotte 
by her brother’s excesses — she was less well fitted by nature to 
face them — but she possessed a philosophic resignation and a 
true charity. And she was not troubled by an uneasy conscience. 

Anne’s situation might be thought even more unfavourable 
than that of Charlotte or Branwell, for she had no hope of a 
return of her love this side eternity. Yet her mild power of 
endurance, together with her religious faith, enabled her to face 
the future calmly and even hopefully. She did not escape un- 
happiness, but of regrets she was innocent; and her life tended to 
centre more and more on dreams of what might have been, of 
what might yet, in some predestined future Hfe, come to pass: 

I love the silent hour of night, 

For blissful dreams may then arise, 

Revealing to my charmed sight 
What may not bless my w^ing eyes. 

And then a voice may meet my ear 
That death has silenced long ago; 

And hope and rapture may appear 
Instead of solitude and woe. 

Cold in the grave for many years has lain 
The form it was my bliss to see; 

And only dreams can bring again 
. The darUng of my heart to me.^ 
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And again, pursuing the same thought: 

While on my lonely couch I lie, 

I seldom feel myself alone, 

For fancy fills my dreaming eye 
With scenes and pleasures of its own. 

That I may cherish at my breast 
An infant's form beloved and fair; 
May smile and soothe it into rest, 
With all a mother s fondest care. 


How sweet to feel it^^ helpless form 
Depending thus on me alone; 

And while I hold it safe and warm, 

What bliss to think <t is my own! 

And glances then may meet my eyes 
That daylight never showed to me; 

What raptures in my bosom rise 
Those earnest looks of love to see! 

To feel my hand so kindly prest, 

To know myself beloved at last; 

To think my heart has found a rest, 

My life of solitude is past!^^ 

With stanzas such as these Anne had found comfort in the 
last months at Thorp Green. Yet there were many times when 
her dreams faded: 

But then to wake and find it flown. 

The dream of happiness destroyed; 

To find myself unloved, alone. 

What tongue can speak the dreary void! 

A heart whence warm affections flow, 

Creator, Thou hast given to me; 

And am I only thus to know 

How sweet the joys of love would be?^’’ 

The constant humiliation and fear of exposure that Branwell's 
intrigue at Thorp Green brought upon her; the prevailing 
melancholy cast of her mind; the dread of a future hfe in which, 
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not being of the elect, even her dreams must be for ever shat- 
tered: all this led to verses of misery and doubt: 

O God! if this indeed be all 
That Life can show to me; 

If on my aching brow may fall 
No freshening dew from Thee, 

If with no brighter light than this 
The lamp of hope may glow, 

And I may only dream of bliss. 

And wake to weary woe; 

If friendship's solace must decay 
When other joys are gone. 

And love must keep so far away 
While I go wandering on — 

Wandering and toiling without gain. 

The slave of others' will, 

With constant care and frequent pain. 

Despised, forgotten still; 

Grieving to look on vice and sin. 

Yet powerless to quell 

The silent current from within. 

The outward torrent's swell; 

While all the good I would impart. 

The feelings I would share. 

Are driven backward to my heart. 

And turned to wormwood there; 

If clouds must ever keep from sight 
The glories of the Sun, 

And I must suffer Winter's blight 
Ere Summer is begun, 

* If Life must be so full of care. 

Then call me soon to Thee; 

Or give me strength enough to bear 
^ My load of misery,^ 

When, her warnings unheeded, her timid affection forgotten 
by Branwell in the heat of passion, Anne saw retribution over- 
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whelm her brother, she wrote the fact in the four-year bio- 
graphical note which fell due on Emily’s birthday of this year, 
but she had for so long seen disaster coming that her comment 
was mildness itself: 

Thursday, July the 31st, 1845. 

Yesterday was Emily’s birthday, and the time when we should have 
opened our 1841 paper, but by mistake we opened it today instead. 
How many things have happened since it was written — some pleasant, 
some far otherwise. Yet I was thei) at Thorp Green, and now I am c^nly 
just escaped from it. I was wishing to leave it then, and if I had kne wn 
that I had four years longer to sta> , how wretched I should have b(*en; 
but during my stay I have had soi ne very unpleasant and undreamr-of 
experience of human nature. Othc'*s have seen more changes. Charlotte 
has been at Mr. White’s, and beei twice to Brussels, where she stayed 
each time nearly a year. Branwell iias left Luddenden Foot, and been a 
tutor at Thorp Green, and had much tribulation and ill health. He was 
very ill on Thursday, but he went with John Brown to Liverpool, 
where he now is, I suppose; and we hope he will be better and do better 
in future. This dismal, cloudy, wet evening. We have had so far a 
very cold, wet summer. Charlotte has lately been to Hathersage, in 
Derbyshire, on a visit of three weeks to Ellen Nussey. She is now sitting 
sewing in the dining-room. Emily is ironing upstairs. I am sitting in the 
dining-room in the rocking-chair before the fire with my feet on the 
fender. Papa is in the parlour. Tabby and Martha are, I think, in the 
kitchen. Keeper and Flossy arc, I do not know where. Little Dick is 
hopping in his cage. When the last paper was written we were thinking 
of setting up a school. The scheme has been dropt, and long after 
taken up again, and dropt again, because wc could not get pupils. 
Charlotte is thinking about getting another situation. She wishes to 
go to Paris. Will she go? She has let Flossy in, by-the-by, and he is 
now lying on the sofa. Emily is engaged in writing the Emperor 
Julius’s Life. She has read some of it, and I want very much to hear the 
rest. She is writing some poetry too. I wonder what it is about? I have 
begun the third volume of Passages in the Life of an Individual I wish I 
had finished it. This afternoon I began to set about making my grey 
figured silk frock that was dyed at Keighley. What sort of a hand shall 
I make of it? E. and I have a great deal of work to do. When shall we 
sensibly diminish it? I want to get a habit of early rising. Shall I suc- 
ceed? We have not yet finished our Gondal Chronicles that we began 
three years and a half ago. When will they be done? The Gondals are 
at present in a sad state. The Republicans are uppermost, but the 
Royalists are not quite overcome. The young sovereigns, with their 
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brothers and sisters, are still at the Palace of Instruction. The Unique 
Society, about half a year ago, were wrecked on a desert island as 
they were returning from Gaul. They are still there but we have not 
played at them much yet. The Gondals in general are not in first-rate 
playing condition. Will they improve? I wonder how we shall all be, 
and where and how situated, on the thirtieth of July 1848, when, if we 
are all alive, Emily will be just 30, 1 shall be in my 29th year, Charlotte 
in her 33 rd, and Bran well in his 32nd; and what changes shall we have 
seen and known; and shall we be much changed ourselves? I hope not, 
for the worse at least. I for my part cannot well be flatter or older in 
mind than I am now. Hoping for the best, I conclude.^® 

As Branwell’s excesses showed no sign of abating except 
during occasional bouts of repentance, there rose above Anne’s 
horror at his glorification of what she felt was sheer wickedness 
a persistent fear for his soul. Beset as she was by cruel doubts as 
to her own salvation, there seemed to her*^mall possibility that 
her brother could escape eternal damnation; and, as time went 
on, Branwell’s shortcomings, and the effect of them upon those 
around her, seemed to her of little account measured by the 
fate awaiting him. She had many times tried to reason with 
him, but always in vain; he would never listen, and he brushed 
aside her timid, earnest warnings and her shy efforts to offer 
him affection as some sort of compensation for the love he ex- 
pected from Mrs, Robinson.^® But Branwell could not prevent 
his youngest sister from wrestling secretly with God for his soul; 
and this Anne did the more resolutely the nearer Branwell 
appeared to his inevitable end. 

Of this pleading, Anne has left some record in her poems, 
and when Branwell fell into a passion of self-reproach, when 
the doctrines pressed on his childish consciousness by his aunt 
revived and drove him to repentance,*^ she silently expressed 
her thankfulness and renewed hope: 

I mourn with thee, and yet rejoice 
That thou shouldst sorrow so; 

With angel choirs I Join my voice 
To bless the sinner's woe. 

Though friends and kindred turn away, 

And laugh thy grief to scorn; 

I hear the great Redeemer say, 

"Blessed are ye that mourn' 
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Hold on thy course, nor deem it strange 
That earthly cords are riven, 

Man may lament the wondrous change. 

But ^ there is joy in heavenl'^^ 

Only later, when Branwell’s course appeared irrevocable, did 
there rise in Anne’s mind and take root in her conscience a 
belief that a duty lay before her. Only then did there grow in 
her a conviction that somehov she must make her brother an 
example and a warning to others. 
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Emily s birthday note. Her first reaction to BranweWs decline. Her later change of 
view. These reactions illustrated in her poetry. Estimate of BranweWs influence upon 

his sisters. 

Emily, as might be expected, was the least disturbed of the three 
sisters by BranweU’s collapse. In her birthday note she speaks 
about her brother in much the same terms as Anne had done; 
but the whole tone of the note, in contrast with her sister’s, 
displays a steady optimism: 

Haworth, Thursday, July 2,0th, 1845. 

My birthday — showery, breezy, cool. I am twenty-seven years old 
today. This morning Anne and I opened the papers we wrote four 
years since, on my twenty-third birthday. This paper we intend, if all 
be well to open on my thirtieth — three years hence, in 1848. Since the 
1841 paper the following events have taken place. Our school scheme 
has been abandoned, and instead Charlotte and I went to Brussels on 
the 8 th of February, 1842. Bran well left Ins place at Luddenden Foot. 
C. and I returned from Brussels, November 8th, 1842, in consequence 
of aunt’s death. Bran well went to Thorp Green as a tutor, where Anne 
still continued, January 1843. Charlotte returned to Brussels the same 
month, and after staying a year, came back again on New Year’s Day 

1844. Anne left her situation at Thorp Green of her own accord, June 

1845. Aime and I went our first long journey by ourselves together, 
leaving home on the 30th of June, Monday, sleeping at York, returning 
to Keighley Tuesday evening, sleeping there and walking home on 
Wednesday morning. Though the weather was broken we enjoyed 
ourselves very much, except during a few hours at Bradford. And 
during our excursion we were, Ronald Macalgin, Henry Angora, 
Juliet Angusteena, Rosabella Esmaldan, Ella and Julian Egremont, 
Catherine Navarre, and Cordelia Fitzaphnold, escaping from the 
palaces of instruction to join the Royalists who are hard driven at 
present by the victorious Republicans. The Gondals still flourish bright 
as ever. I am at present writing a work on the first wars. Anne has been 
writing some articles on this, and a book by Henry Sophona. We in- 
tend sticking firm by the rascals as long as they delight us, which I am 
glad to say they do at present. I should have mentioned that last sum- 
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mer the school scheme was revived in full vigour. We had prospectuses 
printed, despatched letters to all acquaintances imparting our plans, 
and did our little all; but it was found no go. Now I don’t desire a 
school at all, and none of us have any great longing for it. We have 
cash enough for our present wants, with a prospect of accumulation. 
We are all in decent health, only that papa has a complaint in his eyes, 
and with the exception of B., who, I hope, will be better and do better 
hereafter. I am quite contented for myself: not as idle as formerly, alto- 
gether as hearty, and having learned to make the most of the present 
and long for the future with less fidgetiness that I cannot do all I wish; 
seldom or never troubled with nothing to do, and merely desiring that 
everybody could be as comfortabhi as myself and as undesponding, 
and then we should have a very tolerable world of it. By mistake I find 
we have opened the paper on the ist instead of the 30th. Yesterday 
was much such a day as tliis, but tin morning was divine. Tabby, who 
was gone in our last paper, is come b ick, and has lived with us two years 
and a half, and is in good health. Martha, who also departed, is here 
too. We have got Flossy; got and lost Tiger; lost the hawk Hero, 
which, with the geese, was given away, and is doubtless dead, for 
when I came back from Brussels, 1 enquired on all hands and could 
hear nothing of him. Tiger died early last year. Keeper and Flossy are 
well, also the canary acquired four years since. We are now all at home, 
and likely to be there some time. Branwell went to Liverpool on Tues- 
day to stay a week. Tabby has just been teasing me to turn as formerly 
to ‘pilloputate’. Anne and I should have picked the black currants if it 
had been fine and sunshiny. I must hurry off now to my turning and 
ironing. I have plenty of work on hand, and writing, and am alto- 
gether full of business. With best wishes for the whole house till 1848, 
July 30th, and as much longer as may be, — I conclude.’^ 

This cheerful note — one of the most level-headed, carefree 
and natural pieces of writing ever to come from a Bronte pen 
— shows, at such a time, the truly remarkable power of Emily’s 
detachment from the life about her. Her formidable sanity was 
strengthened on this occasion by the amount of time she had 
spent alone with Branwell in the past few years. She was thus 
more famihar than Charlotte and Anne, and more hardened to 
the habits which foretold clearly what would happen when 
real trouble came his way. She thought him a poor creature 
often enough, but this merely aroused her pity — an emotion 
frequently obscured in Anne by painful hesitations of conscience, 
and almost entirely absent from Branwell’s old playmate, Char- 
lotte, who could do nothing by halves, and who now, hurt and 
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disappointed by his utter collapse, could express only anger and 
contempt. 

‘Merely desiring that everybody should be as undesponding 
as myself. . . .’ It is difficult not to think that Emily, when she 
wrote thus, had in mind the attitude of the family, and of Char- 
lotte in particular, towards Branwell. Not that Emily had much 
use for her brother as a man, but she had even less use for the 
normal standards of morahty, and it seems that she took up 
no kind of moral attitude towards him. At his worst, she would 
think of him as a nuisance, ‘a hopeless being’.* In her relations 
with her family Emily is at her most baffling. Was it the strength 
of egotism or of wisdom that allowed her to pity Branwell 
when the others were shocked? No one can say; the poems 
point one way, Wuthering Heights the other. What seems clear 
is that her emotions were not seriously involved. There is no 
sign that Emily cared overmuch for anyone, and certainly not 
for Branwell. But he possessed two strong attractions for her. 
She admired his free and easy ways and his ready word and 
smile for all, with the impatient envy of the uncommunicative. 
And she was fascinated by the story he told so often and at 
such length to any who would listen. She was not shocked. Why 
should she be? She had dealt in horrors for years, and now before 
her eyes was being acted out the fate, not only of Branwell, 
but of one of her Gondal characters. Did not her Gondal men 
Uve hard, love desperately, die with their backs to the wall, an 
oath on their Hps? Branwell, too, loved to the death, if his words 
were to be believed, and as his actions seemed likely to prove. 
Branwell was extravagant where Emily and Charlotte were 
; passionate; but this essential difference Emily failed to discern. 
She saw in her brother’s extravagant grief and in his desperate 
measures to aUay it a certain note of grandeur. Here, it seeiUed 
to her, a King Julius rose from her Gondal pages into vital, 

E assionate Hfe. In just such a manner might this extension of 
er own personality love and hate -and sorrow. 

From BranweU’s violent picture of Thorp Green — ^the jealous, 
harsh husband, the long-suffering, much abused wife, the 
knightly lover — ^Emily recreated without difficulty a scene 
which her vivid dramatic sense, tending to exaggerate and now 
further enhanced by long meditation upon Gondal themes of 
a kindred character, leaped to greet. So had she conceived it a 
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thousand times. So had she written it in language no less fiery, 
no less violent than BranwelFs own. The full pitifulness of the 
shaking, nerveless, sodden, red-headed creature, now violent, 
now abject, who told the tale, was obscured by the high 
romance of his story as he told it, and the drama of his declara- 
tions that, if he could not have his heart’s desire, he counted 
hfe worthless. How should she, who spent so much of her time 
feeding on such romances, disentangle the truth from the lies, 
the lies from wishful thinking* 

So Branwcll won this sister’s sympathy and admiration, e>^en 
while he earned her contempt. His appeal to the violence in iier 
was not made in vain. He enc >uraged her desire for passionate 
love, her appetite for melodrama. Through him, by discounting 
the sordid weaknesses of the tale and its teller — a process which 
familiarity with Branwell and lis ways rendered almost second 
nature — Emily was able to livt at second-hand a life of stormy 
emotion. 

Emily’s expression of love had been made in the pages of her 
Gondal manuscript book only a few months earlier. In this, 
perhaps her finest love lyric, she makes clear how she could 
enrich and ennoble the theme of love-unto-and-beyond-death 
that Branwell was to reiterate tirelessly: 

Cold in the earth and the deep snow piled above thee! 

Far, far removed cold in the dreary grave! 

Have I forgot, my Only Love, to love thee. 

Severed at last by Time's all-wearing wave? 

Now, when alone, do my thoughts no longer hover 
Over the mountains on Angora's shore. 

Resting their wings where heath and fern-leaves cover 
That noble heart for ever, evermore? 

Cold in the earth, and fifteen wild Decembers 
From those brown hills have melted into spring — 

Faithful indeed is the spirit that remembers 
After such years of change and suffering! 

Sweet Love of youth, forgive if I forget thee 
While the World's tide is bearing me along 
Sterner desires and darker hopes beset me 
Hopes which obscure but cannot do thee wrong — 
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No other sun has lightened up my heaven; 

No other star has ever shone for me 

All my life's bliss from thy dear life was given — 

All my life's bliss is in the grave with thee. 

But when the days of golden dreams had perished 
And even Despair was powerless to destroy 
Then did 1 learn how existence could be cherished 
Strengthened and fed without the aid of joy 

Then did I check the tears of useless passion, 

Weaned my young soul from yearning after thine, 

Sternly denied its burning wish to hasten 
Down to that tomb already more than mine! 

And even yet I dare not let it languish. 

Dare not indulge in Memory's rapturous pain 
Once drinking deep of that divinest anguish 
How could I seek the empty world again?^ 

Emily continued for some time to interpret her brother’s 
words in the spirit of this poem rather than in the light of his 
behaviour and past record. Passion for her, was, after all, an 
imaginative emotion with no basis in experience. 

Yet this was not all, it was not even the major part of Bran- 
well’s influence upon Emily. Inevitably his experiences, and the 
sympathy he had won through his sister’s romanticization of 
them, eventually provoked a violent reaction. For some years 
Emily had been moving slowly, with infinite difficulties, with 
innumerable setbacks, yet with measurable progress, towards a 
mastery of the elements in her nature that looked to the things 
of earth for final satisfaction. Her sympathy with BranwcU, 
which seemed at first to encourage this love of life, served finally 
to set her with even greater firmness and certainty against it. 
Emily’s treatment of passion, in whatever terms it found expres- 
sion in her writings, is capable in the last analysis only of a 
spiritual interpretation. The increase of Gondal activity that 
Anne’s return to Haworth brought about did not change the 
essentially spiritual character of this type of Gondal tale and 
poem.‘‘^ut Branwell’s experiences, however transmuted by 
Emily’s inexperience, could not for long hide their true ugHness. 
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Thus, despite her first instinctive sympathy with the highly 
romanticized rendering of Branwell’s love affair — ^possibly be- 
cause of it — Emily’s final reaction to the sordidness of the actual 
details related by him, to the shade he cast upon the purity and 
nobility of love as she conceived it, was violent and decisive. 
It was expressed in her poems of the autumn after Branwell 
had come home, and when his continued presence had begun 
to belie the magic of his words. A few days before Branwell 
returned for the last time from Thorp Green, Emily had written 
her poem ‘Anticipation’,' in which she turned back to the 
source of her spiritual strength: 

How beautiful the Earth is still 
To thee, how full • f Happiness; 

How little fraught with real ill 
Or shadowy phantoms of distress: 

How Spring can bring thee glory yet 
And Summer win thee to forget 
December s sullen time! 

Why dost thou hold the treasure fast 
Of youtVs delight, when youth is past 
And thou art near thy prime? 

When those who were thy own compeers 
Equal in fortune and in years 
Have seen their morning melt in tears 
To dull unlovely day; 

Blest, had they died unproved and young 
Before their hearts were wildly wrung 
Poor slaves, subdued by passions strong 
A weak and helpless prey! 

‘Because, I hoped while they enjoyed 
And by fulfilment, hope destroyed— 

As children hope, with trustful breast 
I waited Bliss and cherished Rest — 

‘A thoughtful spirit taught me soon 
That we must long till life be done 
That every phase of earthly joy 
Will always fade and always cloy — 
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‘ This I foresaw, and would not chase 
The fleeting treacheries, 

But with firm foot and tranquil face 
Held backward from that tempting race. 

Gazed o^er the sands the waves efface 
To the enduring seas — 

‘ There cast my anchor of Desire 
Deep in unknown Eternity 
Nor ever let my spirit tire 
With looking for What is to Be. 

‘ It is Hope^ s spell that glorifies 
Like youth to my maturer eyes 
All Nature's million mysteries — 

The fearful and the fair — 

Hope soothes me in the griefs I know 
She lulls my pain for others' woe, 

And makes me strong to undergo 
What I am born to bear, 

‘ Glad comforter, will I not brave 
Unawed the darkness of the grave? 

Nay, smile to hear Death's billows rave, 

My guide, sustained by thee? 

The more unjust seems present fate 
The more my spirit springs elate 
Strong in thy strength, to anticipate 
Rewarding Destiny!'^ 

To this strain, at once rapt and stoical, Emily returned in 
October of the same year; but now with a deeper note: 

Silent is the House — all are laid asleep; 

One, alone, looks out o'er the snow-wreaths deep; 

Watching every cloud, dreading every breeze 

That whirls the wildering drifts and bends the groaning trees — 

Cheerful is the hearth, soft the matted floor 
Not one shivering gust creeps tKrough pane or door 
The little lamp burns straight, its rays shoot strong and far 
I trim it well to be the Wanderer s guiding star — 

Frown my haughty sire, chide my angry dame; 

Set your slaves to spy, threaten me with shame; 

But neither sire nor dame, nor prying serf shall know 
What angel nightly tracks that waste of winter snow, 
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In the dungeon crypts idly did I stray 
Reckless of the lives wasting there away; 

'Draw the ponderous bars; open, Warder stern r 
He dare not say me nay — the hinges harshly turn, 

' Our guests are darkly lodged/ I whispered, gazing through 
The vault whose grated eye showed heaven more grey than blue; 
{This was when glad Spritig laughed in awaking pride) 

'Aye, darkly lodged enough!' returned my sullen guide. 

Then, God forgive my you^h, forgive my careless tongue! 

I scoffed as the chill chains vn the damp flagstones rung; 
'Confined in triple walls, aU thou so much to fear, 

That we must hind thee doum and clench thy fetters here?' 

The captive raised her face, it was as soft and mild 
As sculptured marble saint vr slumbering, unweaned child 
It was so soft and mild, it tras so sweet and fair 
Pain could not trace a line nor grief a shadow there! 

She knew me and she sighed, 'Lord Julian, can it be. 

Of all my playmates, you alone remember me? 

Nay start not at my tvords, unless you deem it shame 
To own from conquered foe, a once familiar name — 

‘ I cannot wonder now at aught the world will do 
And insult and contempt I lightly brook from you, 

Since those who vowed away their souls to win my love 
Around this living grave like utter strangers move! 

'Nor has one voice been raised to plead that I might die 
Not buried under earth but in the open sky; 

By ball or speedy knife or headsman s skilful blow — 

A quick and welcome pang instead of lingering woe! 

' Yet, tell them, Julian, all, I am not doomed to wear 
Year after year in gloom and desolate despair; 

A messenger of Hope comes every night to me 
And offers, for short life, eternal liberty — 

‘ He comes with western winds, with evening's wandering airs. 
With that clear dusk of heaven that brings the thickest stars; 
Winds take a pensive tone and stars a tender fire 
And visions rise and change which kill me with desire — 
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‘Desire for nothing known in my maturer years 
When joy grew mad with awe at counting future tears; 

When, if my spirits sky was full of flashes warm, 

I knew not whence they came from sun or thunderstorm; 

‘But first a hush of peace, a soundless calm descends; 

The struggle of distress and fierce impatience ends; 

Mute music soothes my breast — unuttered harmony 
That I could never dream till earth was lost to me, 

‘ Then dawns the Invisible, the Unseen its truth reveals; 

My outward sense is gone, my inward essence feels — 

Its wings are almost free, its home, its harbour found; 

Measuring the gulf it stoops and dares the final bound! 

O, dreadful is the check — intense the agony 

When the ear begins to hear and the eye begins to see; 

When the pulse begins to throb, the brain to think again. 

The soul to feel the flesh and the flesh to feel the chain! 

‘ Yet I would lose no sting, would wish no torture less; 

The more that anguish racks the earlier it will bless; 

And robed in fires of Hell, or bright with heavenly shine 
If it but herald Death, the vision is divine,'^ 

These stanzas from a Gondal poem display the curious duality 
of character in their author — on the one hand, the naivet6 of 
conception; on the other, the depth of vision. There is first the 
Emily who devours German romances, dreams of knightly 
lovers, invents the false yet fascinating King Juhus, who revels 
in gory battle scenes and lonely death-beds for her Gondal 
characters, who can admire uncritically the extravagant boasts 
of Bran well. Then, into this setting of absurd heroics and child- 
ish revelling in blood and thunder, projecting her personality 
into the pasteboard heroine, Emily introduces suddenly, in 
verses of great power and beauty, a mystical experience of her 
own. This contradiction in Emily persisted throughout her life. 
It was never resolved or explained. 

Others have written at length, have spoken much, of their 
wrestlings with the spirit. Emily has left only a few poems, but 
in them she conveys the mystical experience as few writers 
have done. This is particularly true of the poem quoted above; 
the final stanzas leave the reader breathless and with the feeling 
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that he has undergone the experience himself. Characteristic of 
Emily, too, is the marked death wish expressed in these poems, 
and the heretical indifference to the Christian concept of heaven 
and hell. All her concern was for her spirit’s consummation. What 
this consummation was, Emily several times made clear.® In yet 
another poem written at this time, she recalled — unalloyed by 
Gondal heroics — a further m} stical experience, one which was 
to end only with her death: 

Enough of Thought , Philosopher; 

Too long hast thou ^yeen dreaming 
Unlightened, in thy chamber drear 
While summer s sui' is beaming — 

Space-sweeping sou , what sad refrain 
Concludes thy musitigs once again? 

‘ O for the time when I shall sleep 
Without identity- - 
And never care how rain may steep 
Or snow may cover me ! 

'No promised Heaven these wild Desires 
Could all or half fulfil — 

No threatened Hell with quenchless fires 
Subdue this quenchless will!’ 

So said I, and still say the same, 

Still to my Death will say — 

Three Gods within this little frame 
Are warring night and day. 

Heaven could not hold them all, and yet 
They all are held in me 
And must be mine till I forget 
My present entity, 

Ofor the time when in my breast 
Tneir struggles will be o'er — 

O for the day when I shall rest 
And never suffer more! 

‘f saw a Spirit standing, Man, 

Where thou dost stand— an hour ago, 

And round his feet three rivers ran 
Of equal depth and equal flow — 
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'A golden stream, and one like blood 
And one like sapphire, seemed to he 
But where they joined their triple flood 
It tumbled in a inky sea — 

‘ The Spirit bent his dazzling gaze 
Down on that Ocean s gloomy night 
Then — kindling all with sudden blaze 
The glad deep sparkled wide and bright 
White as the sun. Jar, far more fair 
Than their dhnded sources were!' 

And even for that Spirit, Seer, 

T ve watched and sought my lifetime long 
Sought him in Heaven, Hell, Earth and Air 
An endless search — and always wrong! 

Had I hut seen his glorious eye 
Once light the clouds that 'wilder me, 

I ne'er had raised this coward cry 
To cease to think and cease to be — 

1 ne'er had called oblivion blest 
Nor stretching eager hands to Death 
Implored to change for lifeless rest 
This sentient soul this living breath J 

Later, when her capacity for suffering had been brought 
almost to breaking point, Emily scratched out her concluding 
stanza of this poem and substituted: 

O let me die, that power and will 
Their cruel strife may close, 

And vanquished Good victorious III 
Be lost in one repose,^ 

Branwell was the only man Emily could be said to have 
known intimately. Anne knew enough about other men to 
measure their manners and actions against those of her brother. 
But only Charlotte, who penetrated quickly to intimacy, and 
whose mind was probing incessantly for the motive behind 
action, was able to place Branwell with reasonable accuracy, 
which personal bitterness alone distorted. 

To each sister, then, Branwell assumed a different aspect. To 
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Emily, he appeared variously as a figure not without romantic 
grandeur and as a weakling to be protected from himself. To 
Anne, he grew fast into the shape of a dreadful warning to the 
intemperate. To Charlotte, he became both humiliation and 
hindrance; and later, a psycliological study of melancholy, 
when not contemptuous, inteiest; Branwell was added to that 
ever-increasing gallery of acut: and merciless portraits of con- 
temporaries forming in his clc er sister’s mind. 

So Branwell at this time an 1 for the next few years diret tly 
and indirectly affected all thn e sisters in their life and wc rk. 
He presented each with the miblance of a human figure , a 
mode of living and an outlook upon life which, virtually jiii- 
prisoned in the parsonage as i ley were, none could avoid. In 
due time, each m her own fas lion, and according to the light 
in which his personality and h s actions were regarded, was to 
set down her reactions in wr tings that stand to-day among 
their finest work. As a figure in literature, Branwell was thus 
destined to play no mean part; not, indeed, the part he had been 
encouraged to hope for and believe in: yet a form of immortality 
not less secure for the exchange of role from creator to that of 
pitiable, sordid, but undoubted inspiration. 
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Branwell prepares Charlotte for the future. Charlotte discovers and reads Emily s 
poems. She appeases Emily s fury. Anne produces her poems. Charlotte* s plan to 
publish a selection from the work of all three. How she gained Emily* s consent. Struggle 
to find a publisher. The 'Poems* are printed. 

This was not the end of Branwell’s influence on the destiny of 
his sisters. The most important effect of his catastrophic return 
home in the summer of 1845 was yet to come. It was the means 
of turning Charlotte, and, through Charlotte, her sisters, finally 
towards their true vocation. 

All four Brontes wrote as a matter of course, but so far with- 
out direction. Emily and Anne wrote for pleasure, because they 
could best express themselves in their writings. They had no 
thought of publication; Emily would have scouted such an 
idea. Charlotte, even more than Branwell, had been rebuffed 
in her attempts to obtain encouragement; and, as her bad eye- 
sight always threatened to prevent her from writing, she had tried 
to turn her thirst for advancement into other channels. 

Now, Branwelfs presence in the parsonage put an end to 
Charlotte’s lingering hopes of establishing a school there. The 
need to look after him and support him also killed her cherished 
plan of taking a post on the continent.^ There was now Bran- 
well to be fed, it seemed indefinitely, at the parsonage, and, 
as Charlotte knew from past experience, there would be debts 
to settle whenever her brother bestirred himself sufficiently to 
visit the village or his friends further afield. Once again, the 
sisters had to earn some money, and, so far as Charlotte could 
see, their only chance was to write novels for the large and 
growing public who welcomed the woman novelist, then 
coming into her own. 

As it happened, however, Branwell was the first of the four 
to begin writing a novel. He had come back from his short 
hohday little better in spirit than when he had left the par- 
sonage; T returned yesterday from a week’s journey to Liver- 
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pool and North Wales,’ he told his friend Leyland, ‘but I 
found during my absence that wherever I went a certain 
woman robed in black, and calling herself ‘misery’ walked by 
my side, and leant on my arm as affectionately as if she were my 
legal wife.’^ Yet for all his misery and his efforts to deaden it, 
Branwell at this time had spasms of hard work. Six weeks after 
his letter to Leyland, and on y two days after a complaint to 
Ellen by Charlotte that her b '’other ‘makes no effort to se^'k a 
situation, and while he is at h ime I will invite no one to C( >me 
and share our discomfort’,® Lranwell was telhng his friend: ‘I 
have, since I saw you at Ha ifax, devoted my hours of i ime 
snatched from downright illn ‘ss, to the composition of a t iree 
volume novel — one volume o 'winch is completed — and along 
with the two forthcoming o les, has been really the result of 
half a dozen by-past years of t loughts about, and experience* m, 
this crooked path of Life.’^ Branwell explained why he was 
making this effort: ‘I felt tliai I must rouse myself to attempt 
something while roasting daily and nightly over a slow fire — 
to wile away my torment — and I knew that in the present state • 
of the publishing and reading world a Novel is the most sale- 
able article, so that where ten pounds would be offered for a 
work the production of which would require the utmost 
stretch of a man’s intellect, two hundred pounds would be a 
refused offer for three volumes whose composition would 
require the smoking of a cigar and the humming of a tune.’® 
‘My novel’, continued Branwell, ‘is the result of years of 
thought, and if it gives a vivid picture of human feehngs for 
good and evil — veiled by the cloak of deceit which must en- 
wrap man and woman — if it records as faithfully as the pages 
that unveil man’s heart in Hamlet or Lear, the conflicting feel- 
ings and clashing pursuits in our uncertain path through life, I 
shall be as much gratified (and as much astonished) as I should 
be if in betting that I could jump over the Mersey I Jumped over 
the Irish Sea. It would not be more pleasant to light on DubHn 
instead of Birkenhead than to leap from the present bathos of 
fictitious literature on to the firmly fixed rock honoured by the 
foot of a Smollett or Fielding.’® 

So, having by his behaviour forced Charlotte to choose 
between an effort to make money and a name with her pen, or 
to acquiesce in her present monotonous, unfulfilled Ufe, Bran- 
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well further presented her with an example of the kind of work 
she should attempt. Whether he really finished the first volume 
of the proposed novel cannot be known, and is of little moment; 
he had written some of it and he certainly spoke of it; and even 
a hostile Charlotte could not entirely avoid the doings and say- 
ings of her brother in a house where the four of them were 
practically on top of each other all day long. This must have 
helped to make Charlotte’s mind ready, and finally to set her in- 
clinations. But the spark which caught the tinder was, in a sense, 
accidental. All the Brontes knew that Emily wrote poems; Anne, 
at least, had seen and heard some of her Gondal poems; and there 
could, in any event, be no close-hid secret in such a household. 
Charlotte, w'ho fretted against Emily’s reserve, may have sus- 
pected some clue to the mystery in the verses her sister carefully 
printed out in little books, which she locked away in her desk. 
Charlotte was curious about the contents of these little books; 
a secret of any kind was anathema to her; and eventually, in 
some way that will never be known, she discovered and read 
one of them. 

She later gave her own account of the incident: ‘One day in 
the autumn of 1845 I accidentally lighted on a MS. volume of 
verse in my sister Emily’s handwriting. Of course I was not 
surprised, knowing that she could and did write verses. I looked 
it over, and something more than surprise seized me — a deep 
conviction that these were not common effusions, nor at all like 
the poetry women generally write. I thought them condensed 
and terse, vigorous and genuine. To my ear they had also a 
peculiar music, wild, melancholy, and elevating. My sister was 
not a person of demonstrative character, nor one on the recesses 
of whose mind and feelings even those nearest and dearest to her 
could, with impunity, intrude unlicensed: it took hours to 
reconcile her to the discovery I had made, and days to persuade 
her that such poems merited publication.’’ 

‘Of its startling excellence’, she wrote of Emily’s poetry, ‘I 
am deeply convinced, and have been from the first moment the 
MS. fell by chance into my hands. The pieces are short, but they 
are very genuine; they stirred my heart like the sound of a trum- 
pet when I read them alone and in secret. The deep excitement 
I felt forced from me the confession of the discovery I had 
made.’® 
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Charlotte then explained the reception given to her when she 
told Emily that she had read her poems. ‘I was sternly rated at 
first for having taken an unwarrantable liberty.’ But of this she 
made light; she expected it, she said, since Emily was ‘of no 
flexible or ordinary materials’.'-* 

But Charlotte not only appreciated that the verses wriiten 
minutely, sometimes almost il egibly, m the notebook, wen- of 
uncommon merit; she knew a so exactly what such a gift in her 
sister might do for all of them ‘By dint of entreaty and reas m\ 
she went on, ‘I at last wrung c it a reluctant consent to have the 
“rhymes”, as they were conte nptuously called, published. The 
author never alludes to them; ( r, when she does, it is with sc( ^rn. 
But I know no woman that c ^er lived ever wrote such po( try 
before. Condensed energy, ( learncss, finish — strange, strong 
pathos are their characteristics utterly different frenn the weak 
diffusiveness, the laboured yee most feeble wordiness, which 
dilute the writings of even ve y popular poetesses. That is my 
deliberate and quite impartial opinion.’^® 

If Charlotte chose to make public even at a later date so much 
of the event which led up to the publication of her sister’s poems, 
if she admitted to such opposition, something of Emily’s fury 
and contempt can be imagined. Charlotte speaks frankly — yet 
she left much unsaid. However good her motive, she had pried 
upon Emily’s privacy; and whatever Emily’s opinion of her 
‘rhymes’ as literature, as a revelation of herself they were dear, 
even while she despised them for bearing witness to her longing 
for self-expression. It was the uncovering of this personal weak- 
ness — as Emily saw it — of which she was so ashamed and which 
she so deeply resented. Nor did her trials end there; for it was 
soon made plain that, if her sister had her way, not Charlotte 
alone, but the stranger everywhere would sec these personal 
poems; they were to be brandished in the face of the whole world. 

Of any comprehension of Emily’s real reaction, Charlotte 
betrays no inkling. She imputed her sister’s anger and disdain 
to causes common to her own experience, and with characteris- 
tic persistence she braved the storm, helped by a radiant vision 
that the discovery had raised in her imagination. This vision 
was nothing less than publication of a selection from the poems 
of all three sisters. For such a plan to be carried out, Charlotte 
had first to gain Emily’s consent. This was a formidable task, but 
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Charlotte, now afire with hope, succeeded. How she did so is 
best seen in her own words when describing the incident later. 
She soon found that an appeal to Emily’s vanity was useless; her 
sister was not to be persuaded that her poems were worth print- 
ing. But when Emily was convinced that her sisters’ poems 
stood little or no chance of publication if she withheld her work; 
when Charlotte made clear that it must be all or none; then her 
opposition weakened. ‘Meanwhile my younger sister quietly 
produced some of her own compositions,’ wrote Charlotte, 
‘intimating that since Emily’s had given me pleasure I might like 
to look at hers. I could not but be a partial judge, yet I thought 
that these verses too had a sweet, sincere pathos of their own.’^^ 
She added: ‘We had very early cherished the dream of one day 
becoming authors.’^ ^ Here was a reason that Emily found hard 
and, after a time, impossible to resist. She gave way. 

‘We agreed’, continued the triumphant Charlotte, ‘to arrange 
a small selection of our poems, and, if possible, get them printed. 
Averse to personal publicity, we veiled our names under those 
of Currer, Ellis, and Acton Bell; the ambiguous choice being 
dictated by a sort of conscientious scruple at assuming Christian 
names positively masculine, while we did not like to declare our- 
selves women, because — without at the time suspecting that our 
mode of writing and thinking was not what is called “feminine” 
— we had a vague impression that authoresses are liable to be 
looked on with prejudice; we noticed how critics sometimes 
used for their chastisement the weapon of personality, and for 
their reward a flattery which is not true praise.’^® 

But it was one thing to agree to publish poems, and quite 
another to get the poems published. ‘The great puzzle lay in the 
difficulty of getting answers of any kind from the publishers to 
whom we appHed,’ explained Charlotte. ‘Being greatly harassed 
by this obstacle, I ventured to apply to Messrs. Chambers of 
Edinburgh for a word of advice; they may have forgotten the 
circumstance, but I have not, for from them I received a brief 
and businesslike, but civil and sensible reply, on which we acted, 
and at last made way.’^^ 

As a result of this advice Charlotte got in touch with Aylott 
an dj ones of Paternoster Row, who, in January 1846, agreed to 
publish the little book of poems at the authors’ expense. At the 
end of May, copies were on sale. 
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THE END OF M. HEGER 


Tension at home during the winter. BtmweWs letters. Friction between Charlotte 
and Emily. Anne's depression. CharloW 's last letter to M. Higer. He replies. She 
rejects his suggestion and breaks with hin, The sisters begin to write novels. Charlotte 
and Ellen Nussey. BranweWs conditioi . Mr. Robinsons death. BranweWs i opes 
shattered. Reaction oj the sisters to his despair. 


During the winter of 1845-6. with Branwell a skeleton in the 
cupboard, the Brontes were 1 lore than ever cut off from the 
rest of the world. 

The visit of the sculptor L( yland,^ to whom Branwell still 
poured out his woes, emphas.zed the isolation of the family. 
The welcome diversion of Ellen’s visits was still forbidden by 
Charlotte as long as Branwell stayed at home. ‘He never thinks 
of seeking employment,’ Charlotte tells Miss Wooler, ‘and I 
begin to fear he has rendered himself incapable of filling any 
respectable station in life. Besides, if money were at his disposal 
he would only use it to his own injury — the faculty of self- 
government is, I fear, almost destroyed in him.’^ 

Eventually, she spent a few days with Ellen at Brookroyd, 
and on her return had a similar gloomy report to make: ‘I went 
into the room where Branwell was to speak to him about an 
hour after I got home — it was very forced work to address him 
— I might have spared myself the trouble as he took no notice 
and made no reply — he was stupefied. My fears were not vain 
— Emily tells me that he got a sovereign from Papa while I 
have been away under the pretence of paying a pressing debt — 
he went immediately and changed it at a public-house — and 
has employed it as was to be expected. She concluded her 
account with saying he was a hopeless being — it is too true. In 
his present state it is scarcely possible to stay in the room where 
he is.’® 

Branwell himself had his grievances. Not for many years had 
he spent such a long time at home. He missed the exhilaration 
of company, the intoxication of having men hang on his words, 
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and, still more, the flattering attentions of Mrs. Robinson. To 
fall from this high estate to the silence of the parsonage, the long, 
lonely, accusing hours when the waste and weakness of his life 
could not be hidden from others or from himself; to have for 
company only those who talked rarely, who listened with reluc- 
tance, and who regarded him often with disgust, at best with 
pity: all this preyed on Branwell’s mind, drove him to further 
excesses, followed by frantic repentance and futile determinings 
to take himself from Haworth: ‘I cannot, without a smile at 
myself, think of my stay for three days in Halifax on a business 
which need not have occupied three hours,’ he told Leyland of a 
visit in April during which he had sat to the sculptor for a 
medallion, ‘but in truth when I fall back on myself I suffer so 
much wretchedness that I cannot withstand my temptations to 
get out of myself — and for that reason I am prosecuting enquiries 
about situations suitable to me whereby I could have a voyage 
abroad. The quietude of home, and the inability to make my 
family aware of the nature of most of my sufferings makes me 
write — 

Home thoiii^hts are not, with me, 

Bright as of yore; 

Joys are forgot by me. 

Taught to deplore! 

My home has taken rest 
In an afjicted breast 
Which I have often pressed. 

But — may no more!^ 

Troubles never come alone — and I have some little troubles 
astride the shoulders of the big one. Literary exertion would 
seem a resource, but the depression attendant on it, and the 
almost hopelessness of bursting through the barriers of literary 
circles, and getting a hearing among publishers, make me dis- 
heartened, and indifferent; for I cannot write what would be 
thrown, unread, into a library £rc. Otherwise I have the 
materials for a respectably sized volume . . . .’^ 

Branwell continued in this same letter to include morbid 
verses referring to the deathless love between Mrs. Robinson 
and himself; and he enclosed a sketch, no less morbid, of her.® 
To Emily, the long winter brought as one of its main diffi- 
culties the possibility of friction with Charlotte. Their opposed 
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attitudes to Bran well; the constant intercourse — unbroken even 
for a day — between two such strong and intense natures; the 
aftermath of the tension following upon Charlotte’s discovery 
of her sister’s poems; Charlotte’s persistent endeavours to break 
down Emily’s reserve; Charlotte’s longing to sec, or at the very 
least to hear from, Constantin Hcger, and her knowledge that 
Emily both knew and disappros^cd of it; all this caused a struggle 
no less violent and prolonged i i that it remained unspoken. "j"he 
atmosphere, always liable to *isc to sudden tension, was till 
further heightened by the pres nice in the house, day after day, 
of Bran well, and of Mr. Bront , now all but blinded by catai act 
yet unable to have an operatic i.’ 

Occasionally the friction cai le to a head, but the real difler- 
cncc between them was neve mentioned. One such incident 
concerned Emily’s attitude t iwards the investment of he 
sisters’ legacy from their aunt Charlotte feared for the safety 
of their holdings in the railway. She tried to persuade her sisters 
to rc-invest the money in some more settled security.® Anne was 
willing to do whatever Charlotte and Emily thought best, but 
Emily remained adamant; she would neither consider nor dis- 
cuss an alteration of her original investment. Anne, as usual, 
finally sided with her, and Charlotte, fearful of offending Emily 
and so of placing herself further still from the complete confid- 
ence she coveted, was obliged to let the matter drop:® ‘I cannot 
. . . persuade my sisters to regard the affiiir precisely from my 
point of view,’ she wrote, ‘and I feel as if I would rather run the 
risk of loss than hurt Emily’s feelings by acting m direct opposi- 
tion to her opinion — she acted in a most handsome and able 
manner for me when I was at Brussels and prevented by distance 
from looking after my own interests — therefore I will let her 
manage still and take the consequences. Disinterested and 
energetic she certainly is; and if she be not quite so tractable or 
open to conviction as I could wish, I must remember perfection 
is not the lot of humanity; and as long as we can regard those we 
love, and to whom we are closely allied, with profound and 
never-shaken esteem, it is a small thing that they should vex us 
occasionally by, what appear to us, unreasonable and headstrong 
notions.’^® 

Anne’s outward calm began to break under the strain of 
months that left Branwell no nearer normality. Even the funda- 
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mental confidence between the three sisters began to show signs 
of disintegration under the strain of this constant close proximity 
to one another, to Bfanwell, and to their father. Anne’s own 
plaintive lines suggest as much: 

Why should such gloomy silence reign. 

And why is all the house so drear. 

When neither danger, sickness, pain. 

Nor death, nor want, has entered here? 

We are as many as we were 
That other night, when all were gay 
And full of hope, and free from care; 

Yet is there something gone away. 

The moon without, as pure and calm. 

Is shining as that night she shone; 

But now, to us, she brings no halm, 

For something from our hearts is gone. 

Something whose absence leaves a void — 

A cheerless want in every heart; 

Each feels the bliss of all destroyed. 

And mourns the change — but each apart. 

The fire is burning in the grate 
As redly as it used to burn; 

But still the hearth is desolate. 

Till mirth, and love, with peace return. 

'Twas peace that flowed from heart to heart. 

With looks and smiles that spoke of Heaven, 

And gave us language to impart 
The blissful thoughts itself had given. 

Domestic peace — best joy of earth! 

When shall we all thy value learn? 

White angel, to our sorrowing hearth, 

Return — oh, graciously return I 

Charlotte had spent a wretched summer, and, the moment her 
time was up, she was writing again to Heger: ‘The six months of 
silence have run their course. It is now the i8th of November; 
my last letter was dated (I think) the i8th of May. I may there- 
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fore write to you without failing in my promise. The summer 
and autumn seemed very long to me; truth to tell, it has needed 
painful efforts on my part to bear hitherto the self-denial which I 
have imposed on myself. You, Monsieur, cannot conceive what 
it means; but suppose for a moment that one of your children 
was separated from you, i6o leagues away, and that you had to 
remain six months without vxiting to him, without receb ing 
news of him, without hearing him spoken of, without knoving 
aught of his health, then yoi would understand easily all the 
harshness of such an obligate n. I tell you frankly that I l ave 
tried meanwhile to forget yo i, for the remembrance of a per- 
son whom one thinks never co see again, and whom, ne rer- 
theless, one greatly esteems, fr ts the mind too much; and when 
one has suffered that kind of inxiety for a year or two, one is 
ready to do anything to fine peace once more. I have done 
everything; I have sought oc:upations; I have denied myself 
absolutely the pleasure of speaking about you — even to Emily; 
but I have been able to conquer neither my regrets nor my im- 
patience. That, indeed, is humiliating — to be unable to control 
one’s own thoughts, to be the slave of a regret, of a memory, the 
slave of a fixed and dominant idea which lords it over the mind. 
Why cannot I have just as much friendship for you, as you for 
me — neither more or less? Then I should be so tranquil, so free 
— I could keep silence then for six years without an effort. My 
father is well but his sight is almost gone. He can neither read 
nor write. Yet the doctors advise waiting a few months more 
before attempting an operation. The winter will be a long night 
for him. He rarely complains; I adnnre his patience. If Provi- 
dence wills the same calamity for me, may He at least vouchsafe 
me as much patience with which to bear it! It seems to me, 
Monsieur, that there is nothing more galling in great physical 
misfortunes than to be compelled to make all those about us 
share in our sufferings. The ills of the soul one can hide, but those 
which attack the body and destroy the faculties cannot be con- 
cealed. My father allows me now to read to him and write for 
him; he shows me, too, more confidence than he has ever shown 
before, and that is a great consolation. 

‘Monsieur, I have a favour to ask of you: when you reply 
to this letter, speak to me a little of yourself, not of me; for I 
know that if you speak of me it will be to scold me, and this 
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time I would see your kindly side. Speak to me therefore of 
your children. Never was your brow severe when Louise and 
Claire and Prosper were by your side. Tell me also something 
of the School, of the pupils, of the Governesses. Are Mesde- 
moiselles Blanche, Sophie, and Justine still at Brussels? Tell me 
where you travelled during the holidays — did you go to the 
Rhine? Did you not visit Cologne or Coblentz? Tell me, in 
short, my master, what you will, but tell me something. To 
write to an ex-assistant-governess (No! I refuse to remember 
my employment as assistant-governess — I repudiate it) — any- 
how, to write to an old pupil cannot be a very interesting occu- 
pation for you, I know; but for me it is life. Your last letter was 
stay and prop to me — nourishment to me for half a year. Now 
I need another and you will give it me; not because you bear 
me friendship — you cannot have much — but because you are 
compassionate of soul and you would condemn no one to pro- 
longed suffering to save yourself a few moments' trouble. To 
forbid me to write to you, to refuse to answer me, would be to 
tear from me my only joy on earth, to deprive me of my last 
privilege — a privilege I shall never consent willingly to surren- 
der. Believe me, my master, in writing to me it is a good deed 
that you will do. So long as I believe you are pleased with me, 
so long as I have hope of receiving news from you, I can be at 
rest and not too sad. But when a prolonged and gloomy silence 
seems to threaten me with the estrangement of my master — 
when day by day I await a letter, and when day by day disap- 
pointment comes to fling me back into overwhelming sorrow, 
and the sweet delight of seeing your handwriting and reading 
your counsel escapes me as a vision that is vain, then fever 
claims me — I lose appetite and sleep — I pine away. May I 
write to you again next May? I would rather wait a year, but it 
is impossible — it is too long.’^^ 

Here her self-control broke down, and she did what she had 
once told Heger was not to be thought of:^® T must say one 
word to you in English — I wish I could write to you more cheer- 
ful letters, for when I read this over, I find it to be somewhat 
gloomy — but forgive me my dear master — do not be irritated 
at my sadness — according to the words of the Bible: “Out of 
the fulness of the heart, the mouth speaketh" and truly I find it 
difficult to be more cheerful so long as I think I shall never see 
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you more. You will perceive by the defects in this letter that I 
am forgetting the French language — yet I read all the French 
books I can get, and learn a daily portion by heart — but I have 
never heard French spoken but once since I left Brussels — and 
then it sounded like music in my cars — every word was most 
precious to me because it rcriinded me of you — I love French 
for your sake with all my h:art and soul. Farewell, my dear 
Master — may God protect yo i with special care and crown you 
with peculiar blessings.'^* 

So Charlotte poured out he r heart in this most moving letter. 
Yet it seems that her despera te and poignant appeal was ent, 
with cruel irony, to a man w lom it could only embarrass. His 
choice of a woman had been Mme. Heger — Charlotte’s o]>po- 
site in almost every way. Bui Charlotte could never learn that 
few people felt with or respoided to her own intensity — )nild 
interest, sensible affection, and self-sufficiency were all beyond 
her imagination. Thus she was bitterly hurt by the two people 
for whom she cared most passionately — Heger and Emily — 
both of whom, in their own way, kept her at arm’s length. 

When she was in Brussels she was often able to regard Heger 
with fair objectivity, although even then her estimate of him 
was far from the truth. In the pensiowiaty Charlotte’s opinion 
of women, never very high, sank to disgusted contempt. Mme. 
Heger was cunning and untrustworthy, the mistresses spiteful 
and small-minded, and the girls phlegmatic boors. In such a 
setting Heger appeared more remarkable than he was — his 
masculinity contrasting irresistibly with the female atmosphere 
she detested — and Charlotte made the profound mistake of 
supposing his fieriness to be the manifestation of a deep and 
passionate nature. 

When she began writing to him she was still able to keep 
a reasonable balance between Heger as she knew him to be and 
Heger as she wanted to think of him — as her early letters to 
him show. But as time passed and her longing for him increased, 
so did her picture of him become distorted, until her heart and 
imagination combined to produce this desperate appeal to a man 
who never existed.^® Heger ’s reply must have been a terrible 
shock. He proposed that she should in future address her letters 
to the Athenee.^® His motive was a kindly one, because if Mme. 
H6ger had ,had her way, the correspondence would have 

201 



THE FOUR BRONTES 

Stopped at once.^’ But to Charlotte his suggestion was intoler- 
able, and she never wrote to him again. 

For a time she was too stunned to do more than stare aghast 
at this ruin, not of her hopes, for she had none, but of th^ vision 
of Heger that had sustained her through years of frustration and 
nothingness. 

She could bear to love in vain — many women had done so — 
but she could not bear the thought that so much she had loved 
was merely the shadow of her own imagination. But Charlotte 
was too spirited to languish for long. Somehow, the obsession 
had to be exorcised. She could not talk to anyone about it, but 
she could write it out of herself, as she had written out lesser 
emotional troubles at Roe Head and so often since then. Heger 
was perhaps not the man she had thought him, but she had seen 
such a man in her imagination, she had felt deeply for him, and 
she had imagined a thousand times how their relationship might 
have developed under happier circumstances. 

To this task she set herself — reversing, in crude but under- 
standable fashion, the actual order of events and the sex of the 
people in the story. She called this story The Professor, As it 
developed, she began to think of publication — no impossible 
thought to her now that the poems were actually due to appear. 
She spoke to Emily and Anne. She found that Emily already had 
the materials for a book in her mind,^® and that Anne had actu- 
ally written the nucleus of a novel in her Passages in the Life of an 
Individual,^ ^ 

This was quite enough for Charlotte. They would be novel- 
ists, and stake a place in the world for themselves in this way. 
During that winter of 1845-6 the sisters resumed their old habit 
of the days of Gondal and Angrian making out; they paced 
round the room for hours in the evening, discussing and elabor- 
ating their work.®® 

Charlotte said nothing to Ellen of Heger in her letters or 
during her February visit to Brookroyd; nor did she mention 
the forthcoming publication of the poems or the work on the 
three novels. With one exception — Branwell — her confidences 
were nowreduced to minor exchanges of gossip and local news.*^ 
Charlotte also favoured her friend with some heavy-handed 
morahzation in an endeavour — which met with no success — to 
rationahze her own emotions. Her relations with Ellen were 
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subsiding into a passionless friendship with Charlotte taking 
command. * Yours faithfully’ Charlotte is signing herself in 1846 
after a particularly matter-of-fact analysis of her friend’s charac- 
ter — a far cry from the ‘Darling friend’ of close upon twenty 
years before. Yet the change indicates less a failing in Charlotte 
than a righting of her sense c f proportion. To such a bedrock 
their friendship must sink if it were to continue. Charlotte, 
nothing if not practical wh :re her emotions were not too 
strongly engaged, perceived chis truth and imposed the new 
order on her loyal, hero-worshipping, but more sentimental 
friend.^ ^ 

Of Bran well, however, Cl arlottc spoke freely, using fllcn 
as the repository of her disi ust and shame at her brother’s 
behaviour and, particularly, it his squandering of his sisrers’ 
lives and prospects. This was a role which neither Emily nor 
Anne would consent to fill. A nne was not merely shocked, she 
deeply pitied Branwell; alreacy she was coming to see that his 
upbringing was largely responsible for his present condition; 
and the belief was gradually forming in her mind that it was 
her duty to expose this fault. Emily was alternately impressed 
by his protestations of undying love, and scornful of his moral 
collapse; yet even a weak Branwell still appealed successfully 
to her instinct to defend the helpless; and it seems plain that 
she was not at all times able to distinguish clearly between 
bravado and courage, empty heroics and true determination. 

Branwell was therefore, in some sense, championed by his 
younger sisters, however much he might complain of neglect 
at home. Charlotte alone disdainfully avoided him; but so 
much did she dominate the household that Branwell might be 
excused for imagining at times that every hand was against him. 
Besides, he had never felt strongly for Emily or Anne, but he 
loved and respected Charlotte. He and Charlotte had worked 
and played together for years, and only she had the power to 
hurt him deeply. 

It is not easy to tell where sanguinity and self-deception, truth 
and a particularly facile imagination meet in Branwell’s accounts 
of his relations with Mrs. Robinson. He dramatized every 
thought and action. Others dramatize beneath their breath, as 
it were, and so comfort themselves after the prosaic fact has 
passed, but Branwell lived in a world of make-belief; as he 
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thought, SO he spoke. He shrank from bare facts; he would not 
face life; but never had he deceived himself so consistently and 
completely as now. That Mrs. Robinson at any time regarded 
the young tutor over-seriously need not be supposed. Never- 
theless, she tolerated when she did not actively encourage him.** 
Branwell certainly was incapable of concealing his passion for 
the better part of three years, yet Mrs. Robinson made no move 
either to be rid of him or to keep him at arm’s length while he 
was at Thorp Green. Branwell was not unhandsome, he could 
talk well and amusingly and* he was in many ways lively and 
engaging. A woman nearly twenty years his senior might well 
find his attentions flattering.** 

Mrs. Robinson cannot therefore escape responsibility for per- 
mitting such attentions, if she did no more than this. But now 
she had become aware that this young man’s obsession might 
lead to serious trouble. Branwell’s dismissal must have involved 
her in unpleasantness, yet her admirer was plainly not disposed 
to accept this forced parting. He wrote frantic, impassioned 
letters, assuming that she was suffering as greatly as himself. He 
also tried to send messages by way of the Robinson servants.** 

Branwell clearly must have been given some grounds for his 
constant assumption that Mrs. Robinson was as distracted as he 
by the separation. He knew, of course, that her marriage was 
not a happy one. But neither that knowledge nor his own 
vanity would seem sufficient to explain his tireless reiteration of 
their mutual passion and misery. When Branwell told Grundy 
that: T received a furious letter from my employer, threatening 
to shoot me if 1 returned from my vacation,’** his inveterate 
temptation to romanticize may have transformed a plain warn- 
ing to a philanderer to keep his distance into a dramatic threat 
more in keeping with Branwell’s chosen role. But when he 
wrote that: ‘When he mentioned my name — she stared at 
him and fainted. When she recovered she in turn dwelt upon 
her inextinguishable love for me — ^her horror at having been 
the first to delude me into wretchedness,’*’ the impression is 
that, for all their extravagance, his words are not without a basis 
of truth. 

Then, in May 1846, Mr. Robinson died. Mrs. Robinson’s 
policy, which, in the interests of discretion, must first have been 
to keep Branwell’s ardour within bounds, was at once changed. 
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To such a woman, living in the country and tied to an elderly 
invaUd, young Branwell had been a pleasant distraction. But to 
this same woman, freed of her husband, free to use her money 
and position, and with a promise of London society in her 
mind’s eye, Branwell had nothing to recommend him. He, with 
the possibility of Mr. Robinson’s death never far from his mind, 
had rested the most cxtravagai t hopes on the event. These hopes 
it was now Mrs. Robinson’s business to dispel; yet in such a 
manner as to prevent a scand;d. How she did so was told both 
by the indignant Charlotte an 1 by Branwell.^® 

Charlotte’s disgust with Bn-nwell had not lessened — she vas 
complaining at this time that 1 e had declined an offer to return 
to the railway: ‘He refuses to nake an effort. He will not work 
— and at home he is a drain oi every resource — an impediment 
to all happiness’^® — but this d d not prevent criticism of Mrs. 
Robinson. The two Robinson daughters, who still wrote regu- 
larly to Anne, provided another and a more reliable source of 
information about Mrs. Robinson than Branwell himself 
What they had to say of their mother only increased the dislike 
and contempt felt by Charlotte and her sisters. Mrs. Robinson 
proclaimed herself worldly and heartless by the way she was 
trying to bring up her daughters. ‘We, I am sorry to say, have 
been somewhat more harassed than usual lately,’ Charlotte told 
Ellen. ‘The death of Mr. Robinson, which took place about 
three weeks or a month ago, served Branwell for a pretext 
to throw all about him into hubbub and confusion with his 
emotions. Shortly after came news from all hands that Mr. 
Robinson had altered his will before he died and effectually 
prevented all chance of a marriage between his widow and 
Branwell, by stipulating that she should not have a shilling 
if she ever ventured to reopen any communication with him. 
Of course, he then became intolerable. To papa he allows 
rest neither day nor night, and he is continually screwing 
money out of him, sometimes threatening that he will kill 
himself if it is withheld from him. He says Mrs. Robinson is 
now insane; that her mind is a complete wreck owing to 
remorse for her conduct towards Mr. Robinson (whose end it 
appears was hastened by distress of mind) and grief for having 
lost him. I do not know how much to believe of what he says, 
but I fear she is very ill. Branwell declares that he neither can nor 
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will do anything for himself; good situations have been offered 
him more than once, for which, by a fortnight’s work, he might 
have qualified himself, but he will do nothing except drink and 
make us all wretched. 

Branwell was, of course, unable to share his sisters’ view of 
Mrs. Robinson. He, like them, accepted the reason (which 
possessed no basis in fact) for the continued separation.®^ He re- 
ported it, no doubt with elaborations, to Leyland the day after he 
had been called down to the Black Bull to meet the coachman 
from Thorp Green. Branwell had been at work spasmodically 
upon a poem he had promised to send his friend: ‘I should have 
sent you ‘‘Morley Hall” ere now,’ he wrote, ‘but I am unable to 
finish it at present from agony to which the grave would be far 
preferable. Mr. Robinson of Thorp Green is dead, and he has 
left his widow in a dreadful state of health. She sent the coach- 
man over to me yesterday, and the account which he gave of her 
sufferings was enough to burst my heart. Through the will she 
is left quite powerless, and her eldest daughter who married 
imprudently is cut off without a shilling. The Executing Trus- 
tees®® detest me, and one declares that if he secs me he will shoot 
me. These things I do not care about, but I do care for the life 
of the one who suffers even more than I do. Her Coachman 
said that it was a pity to sec her, for she was only able to kneel 
in her bedroom in bitter tears and prayers. She has worn herself 
out in attendance on him, and his conduct during the few days 
before his death was exceedingly mild and repentant, but that 
only distressed her doubly. Her conscience has helped to 
agonize her, and that misery I am saved from. You, though not 
much older than myself, have known life. I now know it with 
a vengeance — for four nights I have not slept — for three days I 
have not tasted food — and when I think of the state of her I love 
best on earth, I could wish that my head was as cold and stupid 
as the medallion which lies in your studio. I write very egotistic- 
ally but it is because my mind is crov^ded with one set of thoughts 
and I long for one sentence from a friend. What I shall do I 
know not — I am too hard to die, and too wretched to live. My 
wretchednesss is not about castles in the air, but about stern reali- 
ties; my hardihood lies in bodily vigour; but, dear Sir, my mind 
sees only a dreary future which I as little wish to enter on as 
could a martyr to be bound to the stake.’®® Thus Branwell gave 
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vent to his one lasting satisfaction — a morbid and unadulterated 
exhibition of self-pity under the disguise of the romantic lover. 
He omitted nothing. Not content with the comparison of him- 
self and the martyr, he must needs extract the last drop of 
pleasure from his recital by attaching a sketch of himself tied 
to the stake in the midst of flames. Underneath the sketch, to 
make assurance doubly sure, he scribbled, ‘Myself’. 

Bran well attempted to gain some crumb of comfort for the 
future by messages — presum ibly through the Robinsc-ns’ 
coachman — to Mrs. Robinson md to her doctor. But, as he tells 
Leyland, there was no comfoi: to be had: ‘Well, my dear Sir, 

I have got my finishing stroki at last — and I feel stunned into 
marble by the blow. I have thi > morning received a long, kind, 
and faithful letter from the n edical gentleman who attended 
Mr. R. in his last illness and ^vho has since had an interview 
with one whom I can never fl rget. He knows me well, and he 
pities my case most sincerely, I'or he declares that, though used 
to the rough ups and downs of this weary world, he shed tears 
from his heart when he saw the state of that lady and knew what 
I should feel. When she recovered she in turns dwelt on her 
inextinguishable love for me — her horror at having been the 
first to delude me into wretchedness, and her agony at having 
been the cause of the death of her husband, who, in his last 
hours, bitterly repented of his treatment of her. Her sensitive 
mind was totally wrecked. She wandered into talking of enter- 
ing a nunnery; and the Doctor fairly debars me from hope in 
the future.’^* Bran well then drops a tear or two on his own 
behalf: ‘It’s hard work for me dear Sir; I would bear it — but my 
health is so bad that the body seems as if it could not bear the 
mental shock. I never cared one bit about the property. I cared 
about herself — and always shall do. May God bless her, but I 
wish I had never known her! My appetite is lost; my nights are 
dreadful, and having nothing to do makes me dwell on past 
scenes — on her own self, her voice, her person, her thoughts, till 
I could be glad if God would take me. In the next world 1 could 
not be worse than I am in this. I am not a whiner, dear Sir, but 
when a young man like myself has fixed his soul on a being 
worthy of all love — and who for years, has given him all love, 
pardon him for boring a friend with a misery that has only one 
black end. I fully expected a change of the will, and difficulties 
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placed in my way by powerful and wealthy men, but I hardly 
expected the hopeless ruin of the mind that I loved even more 
than its body/®® 

This final end to his hopes of marrying Mrs. Robinson, 
however fantastic these hopes had been, was no less the end of 
Branwell. He had two more years to live; he was to have 
moments of hectic gaiety, of feverish activity, of broken repen- 
tance, of spasmodic attempts to write; yet it is true to say that 
he never recovered from the shock. He sank now into a stupor, 
largely self-induced, from which he emerged by fits and starts 
only to relapse again and again. 

Yet neither Branwell nor his sisters ever for a moment thought 
that he was soon to die; and the estrangement between him and 
Charlotte continued to the end. Charlotte still had the power to 
hurt him genuinely, as he showed in his story to a friend at the 
Black Bull about a Sunday school pupil who was ill. The tone 
of this letter, and even the style of the writing, differ so markedly 
from Branwell’s usual manner that it is difficult to believe that 
it was written by the man who maundered on about Mrs. 
Robinson. Indeed, he was not the same, for his feeling for Char- 
lotte had no need of heroics; it was probably the most sincere 
attachment of his life. ‘I went to see the poor little thing,* Bran- 
well said, ‘sat with her half an hour and read a psalm to her 
and a hymn at her request. I felt very much like praying with 
her too, but you see I was not good enough. How dare I pray 
for another, who had almost forgotten how to pray for my- 
self? I came away with a heavy heart, for I felt sure she would 
die, and went straight home, where I fell into melancholy 
musings. I wanted somebody to cheer me. I often do; but 
no kind word finds its way to my ears, much less to my heart. 
Charlotte observed my depression, and asked what ailed me. 
So I told her. She looked at me with a look which I shall never 
forget, if I live to be a hundred years old — which I never 
shall. It was not like her at all. It wounded me, as if someone 
had struck me a blow in the mouth. It involved ever so many 
things in it. It was a dubious look. It ran over me, questioning 
and examining, as if I had been a wild beast. It said; “Did my 
ears deceive me, or did I hear aught?” And then came the painful 
baffled expression which was worse than all. It said, “I wonder 
if that’s true?” But, as she left the room, she seemed to accuse 
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herself of having wronged me and said, “She is niy Httle scholar 
and I will go and see her.” I replied not a word. I was too much 
cut up. When she was gone, I came over here to the Black Bull 
and made a night of it in sheer disgust and desperation. Why 
could they not give me some credit when I was trying to be 
good?’®’ 

Charlotte said later that Bran well knew nothing of his sisters’ 
literary ventures. But this was n )t the fact; and the only meaning 
short of a misstatement that c m be attributed to Charlotte is 
that she personally never discu sed her writings with him. But 
this only made more bitter tl c contrast between the prcs« nt 
and the past. Branwell knew o dy too well that his sisters w<Te 
writing and publishing; and ne small part of his despair during 
these last years must have arise i from his exclusion from their 
confidence. Emily made some 1 ind of contact with her brother 
on the subject, it would appea . It may well have been at this 
time that she gained from him some of the details used in her 
book. But Emily could not, even if she would, admit Branwell 
into the circle that wrote so industriously and with such grave, 
intense hope in the parsonage dining-room during the winter of 
1845-6 and the following spring. And however Branwell might 
welcome even such a measure of intercourse, there is no doubt 
that it was the silence of Charlotte, his old collaborator for so 
many years, whom he both loved and feared beyond all others 
of his family, that embittered and depressed him.®® 

There was Just a faint possibility that, by way of his writing, 
given encouragement and a reasonable faith, Branwell might 
even at this late hour have been brought back to some kind of 
happiness and usefulness. At least he would have been given 
harmless distraction from his morbid thoughts and habits, and 
might have built up once again some sort of self-respect. If 
Branwell could have been saved, Charlotte alone could have 
done it. She chose not to try. She had good reason for hardening 
her heart against him, but her responsibility must remain. 
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The * Poems' are published but do not sell. Charlotte's efforts to find a publisher for the 
novels. * Agnes Grey' and ^Wuthering Heights' accepted: ^The Professor rejected. 
Charlotte tries more publishers. She denies a report that she is to marry Nicholls. She 
takes her father to Manchester jor an eye operation. Her depression in the lodgings. 
She begins fane Eyre'. More trouble from Branwell. His letters of self analysis and 
regrets for Mrs. Robinson. He improves slightly, and Charlotte asks Ellen to stay. 
Disappointment at the last moment. Her bitterness. She sends copies of the 'Poems' to 
famous authors. Analysis of the poems. Charlotte's responsibility for alterations to 

Emily's poems. 

'At the end of May 1846 the little book of Poems by Currer, 
.Ellis, and Acton Bell was published.^ It was a complete failure. 
Only two copies were sold,^ and only three reviews appeared.® 
The reviews, however, all spoke well of the poems, and proph- 
esied a future for Emily as poet. In any case, the three girls, 
with Charlotte very much the leading spirit, were already well 
on with their novels, and Charlotte had already approached 
Aylott and Jones about publishing them. She told the publishers 
in April that the novels were nearly finished. Her inquiry was 
not successful; Aylott and Jones, she was told, did not publish 
works of fiction.^ Then began once more the business of sending 
manuscripts the rounds of the publishing houses. Anne’s Agnes 
Grey (as it was finally entitled) and Emily’s Wuthering Heights 
were accepted, after some hard bargaining, by T. C. Newby of 
Mortimer Street;® but Newby would not publish Charlotte’s 
Tfihe Professor; nor, it seemed, would any other publisher. Char- 
lotte, however, persisted, as she had persisted with the poems 
the year before; and no sooner did her manuscript return to 
Haworth than she readdressed it (with the rejecting publisher’s 
name as often as not still on the wrapper, roughly scratched out) 
and sent it off again on its travels.® 

At the beginning of July a rumour reached Ellen that her 
friend was about to be engaged to A. B. Nicholls. Charlotte 
promptly denied it: ‘A cold far-away sort of civiUty are the 
only terms on which I have ever been with Mr. Nicholls. I could 
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by no means think of mentioning such a rumour to him even as 
a joke. It would make me the laughing stock of himself and his 
fellow curates for half a year to come. They regard me as an 
old maid, and I regard them, one and all, as highly uninteresting, 
narrow and unattractive specimens of the coarser sex.’’ There 
seems no reason to doubt Charlotte’s sincerity; she was at tiiis 
time less interested in men and marriage than ever before; but 
it is possible that a faint hope o 'this kind had crossed the miad 
of Nicholls; and it is also provable that Charlotte’s apparent 
lack of interest in him, combmod with his unpopularity in tfie 
parish (for he was outwardly tiff and unforthcoming), male 
him think of going back to Irel *nd.® 

Mr. Bronte’s cataract had bee ome a great deal worse. He v as 
nearly bhnd, but still refused o consider an operation, until, 
in August, Charlotte took mocters into her own hands and, 
ignoring her father’s protests, a /ent with Emily to Manchester 
to find a good eye-surgeon.® Tli^re she made arrangements both 
for the operation and for lodgings in the town, if the surgeon 
wanted her father to stay within call.’® 

Three weeks later, Charlotte and her father settled in rooms 
in Boundary Street, Manchester.^’ They stayed there until the 
end of September, when Mr. Bronte, who had made a good 
recovery from the operation, was allowed to go home.^^ These 
five weeks in lodgings were among the worst Charlotte had 
ever spent in her life.^^ The greater part of the time she spent in 
a darkened room with her father. Mr. Bronte, who had had 
less and less to say to his children as the years passed, w^ls now 
almost completely silent; indeed, he was for a time forbidden 
to talk or to be talked to. Charlotte, reluctant to leave him even 
on the few occasions when she could do so, was left to her own 
thoughts, and these were far from pleasant.’^ The continued 
inability to find a publisher for The Professor proclaimed her a 
failure.^® Her old enemy, hypochondria, attacked her. She was 
lonely by day, haunted by night. So, tired from anxiety and 
watching, and unutterably depressed, she brooded on that brief 
part of her life which stood out above the rest. But now her 
longing for Heger was succeeded by a sense of shame and mor- 
bid self-reproach. Now that her father was ill and in pain, her 
over-sensitive conscience convicted her of failing in her duty to 
him. Something of this she expressed to Ellen, who asked for her 
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help in a projected school scheme at Brookroyd: ‘But if I could 
leave home Ellen — I should not be at Haworth now. I know 
life is passing away and I am doing nothing — earning nothing — 
a very bitter knowledge it is at moments — but I see no way out 
of the mist. More than one very favourable opportunity has 
now offered which I have been obliged to put aside. Probably 
when I am free to leave home I shall neither be able to find place 
nor employment — perhaps too I shall be quite past the prime 
of life — my faculties will be rusted — and my few acquirements 
in a great measure forgotten. These ideas sting me keenly some- 
times — but whenever I consult my conscience it affirms that I 
am doing right in staying at home — and bitter are its upbraid- 
ings when I yield to an eager desire for release. I returned to 
Brussels after Aunt’s death against my conscience — prompted 
by what then seemed an irresistible impulse — I was punished for 
my selfish folly by a total withdrawal for more than two years 
of happiness and peace of mind — I could hardly expect success 
if I were to err again in the same way.’^® At this time Charlotte 
re-lived the agonies of her second year in Brussels: ‘ . . . the 
tyranny of Hypochondria — a most dreadful doom, far worse 
than that of a man with healthy nerves buried in a subterranean 
dungeon. I endured it but a year, and assuredly I can never 
forget the concentrated anguish of certain insufferable moments 
and the heavy gloom of many long hours, besides the preter- 
natural horror which seemed to clothe existence and Nature, 
and which made life a continual waking Nightmare. Under such 
circumstances the morbid nerves can know neither peace nor 
enjoyment — whatever touches, pierces them — sensation for 
them is all suffering. A weary burden nervous patients conse- 
quently become to those about them — they know this, and it 
infuses a new gall, corrosive in its extreme acritude, into their 
bitter cup.’^’ 

Yet in spite of pain and weariness and depression, her in- 
domitable spirit roused her to fresh effort. The conviction that 
she had something of greatness in her, the ever present wish to 
express herself, the knowledge that youth and opportunity 
were passing, and the proud struggle for self-respect — all worked 
together to spur on that small, tired, unhappy woman in her 
Manchester lodgings. And so, in circumstances sufficiently 
intimidating to the stoutest heart, Charlotte sat down in her 
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comfortless room beside her silent father and began a new novel. 
The Professor had been returned once more to her at Manchester 
on the very day of Mr. Bronte’s operation/® but Charlotte sent 
it off again to another publisher and, no longer content to place 
her hopes of fame in this one book, wrote there and then the 
first pages of what was to be her Jane Eyre ^^ — pages which now 
stand among the best work she ever did. 

Mr. Bronte made a quick md satisfactory recovery, and 
within a few weeks of returning home he was once more taking 
the services.^® Anne was again showing signs of the delica cy 
which worried Charlotte: ‘She bad two nights last week wh.m 
her cough and difficulty of br athing were painful indeed :o 
hear and witness, and must hav( been most distressing to suff r. 
She bore it, as she docs all affli» tion, without one complaint — 
only sighing now and then wh -n nearly worn out. She has an 
extraordinary heroism of endu ance. I admire but I certainly 
could not imitate hcr.’^^ 

While Charlotte was away, Branwell had made himself even 
more of an embarrassment than usual; his eccentricities were no 
longer just a local joke. His excursions to Halifax and Bradford 
culminated, soon after Charlotte came home, in the arrival at 
the parsonage of a most unwelcome visitor: ‘Nothing happens 
at Haworth — nothing at least of a pleasant kind,’ Charlotte told 
Ellen. ‘One little incident indeed occurred about a week ago to 
sting us to life — but if it gives no more pleasure for you to hear 
than it did for us to witness, you will scarcely thank me for 
adverting to it. It was merely the arrival of a Sheriff’s Officer on 
a visit to Branwell, inviting him either to pay his debts or to 
take a trip to York.^* Of course his debts had to be paid — it is not 
agreeable to lose money time after time in this way, but it is 
ten times worse to witness the shabbincss of his behaviour on 
such occasions.’^® Branwell, for her, no longer deserved any 
consideration. She spoke of him as of some shameful burden. 
She had no hope of him, no faith in him, no love for him: ‘But 
where is the use of dwelling on this subject? it will make him 
no better.’®^ And again, a few months later, during the first 
months of 1847, when she was planning for her friend to visit 
Haworth: ‘In summer and in fine weather your visit here might 
be much better managed than in winter — we could go out 
more, be more independent of the house and of one room.’®® 
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That room was where her brother spent most of his time at 
home — sometimes drunk, sometimes drugged, sometimes at- 
tempting to finish his promised poem, ‘Morley Hall’, for his 
friend Leyland,^® sometimes overwhelmed by black despair and 
contrition, and convulsed by fear of damnation — a fear that 
every scoffing and blasphemous word eventually magnified an 
hundredfold.^’ 

Early in of 1847, Bran well, smarting from a fresh rejection 
at Thorp Green, and finding no comfort at home unburdened 
himself on to the long-suffering Leyland: 1 am going to write 
a letter for the querulous egotism of which 1 must intreat 
your mercy, but, when I look upon my past, present and future, 
and then info my own self, I find much, however unpleasant, 
that yearns for utterance.’^® He explains the immediate cause of 
his perturbation: ‘This last week an honest and kindly friend 
has warned me that concealed hopes about one lady should be 
given up, let the effort to do so cost what it may. He is the 
Family Medical Attendant, and was commanded by Mr. Evans, 
M.P. for North Derbyshire to return me, unopened, a letter 
which I addressed to Thorp Green and which the lady was not 
permitted to see. She, too, surrounded by powerful persons who 
bate me like Hell, has sunk into religious melancholy, believes 
that her weight of sorrow is God’s punishment, and hopelessly 
resigns herself to her doom. God only knows what it docs cost, 
and will, hereafter, cost me to tear from my heart and remem- 
brance the thousand recollections that rush upon me at the 
thought of four years gone by. Like ideas of sunlight to a man 
who has lost his sight they must be bright phantoms not to be 
realised again.’^® 

His tragedy, as he saw it, was increased by the importance of 
those whom he believed to be leagued against him and Mrs. 
Robinson — the usual fantasy of the paranoiac. He thought, or 
forced himself to think, that she remained faithful to him; and 
he bewailed the loss, not only of her, but (with a distinct falling 
away of high romance), of the material benefits she would have 
brought him: ‘I had reason to hope that ere very long I should 
be the husband of a Lady whom I loved best in the w^orld, and 
with whom, in more than a competence, I might live at leisure 
to try to make myself a name in the world of posterity, without 
being pestered by the small but countless botherments, which 
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like mosquitoes sting us in the world of work-day toil. That 
hope, and herself, are gone — She to wither into patiently pining 
decline — If to make room for drudgery falling on one now ill 
fitted to bear it.’^® How far from a decline Mrs. Robinson was, 
the subsequent career of that lady is sufficient evidencc.^^ Bran- 
wclFs analysis of himself, undertaken as usual with morbid 
pleasure, was a great deal more accurate — though he was unable 
to profit by it: ‘That ill-fittedness rises from causes whicJi I 
find myself able partially to ovc rcome had I bodily strength, l)Ut 
with the want of that, and wTt i the presence of daily laccra ed 
nerves, the task is not easy. I ha ^e been m truth too much pet ed 
through life, and in my last siti ation I was so much master, ^^nd 
gave myself so much up to c ijoyment, that now, when die 
cloud of ill-hcalth and adversit has come upon me, it will be a 
disheartening job to work mys If up again through a new life’s 
battle, from the position of fiv ' years ago to that which I have 
been compelled to retreat with iicavy loss and no gain. My army 
stands now where it did then, but mourning the slaughter of 
Youth, Health, Hope, and both mental and physical elasticity. 
The last two losses are indeed important to one who once built 
his hopes of rising in the world on the possession of them. Noble 
writings, works of art, music or poetry now, instead of rousing 
my imagination, cause a wdiirlwind of blighting sorrow that 
sweeps over my mind with unspeakable dreariness, and, if I sit 
down and try to write, all ideas that used to come clothed in 
sunlight now press round me in funeral black; for nearly every 
pleasurable excitement that I used to know has changed to in- 
sipidity or pain.’®2 

Branwcll anticipates by a few weeks Charlotte’s lament at 
the premature passing of youth and hope: ‘I shall never be able 
to realize the too sanguine hopes of my friends, for at 28 I am a 
thoroughly old man — mentally and bodily — Far more so indeed 
than I am willing to express. God knows I do not scribble like 
a poetaster when I quote Byron's terribly truthful words: 

No more, no more, oh! never more on me 
The freshness of the heart shall fall like deiv, 

Which, out of all the lovely things we see 
Extracts emotions beautiful and new! 

I used to think if I could have for a week the free range of the 
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British Museum — the Library included — I could feel as though 
I were placed for seven days in Paradise, but now, really, dear 
sir, my eyes would roam over the Elgin marbles, the Egyptian 
saloon and the most treasured volumes like the eyes of a dead 
codfish/®^ 

This self-estimate was by now only too true, however 
dramatically Branwell chose to phrase it. Self indulgence had 
begun finally to deaden his finer faculties. The eager enthusiasm 
that had led him to pore over a map of London for hours at a 
time until every street was known to him,®^ the hope that had 
dreamed of setting eyes on the treasures of the Academy and 
had regarded the British Museum as the acme of delight, the 
fertile imagination that had built up a life within a life in the 
teeming conception of the Angrian kingdom — all this had 
dwindled with appaUing speed into worse than nothingness. 
Not least shocking in this disintegration was the loneliness which 
struck at Branwell’s last remnants of self-control. The more 
desperate the wretched man’s state of mind became, the more 
violent grew his longing for a confidant. His father’s ineffectual 
remonstrances and provision of money, and Emily’s rough at- 
tempts at consolation proved indifferent solace for the thinly 
veiled horror and pity of Anne, the scathing scorn of Charlotte; 
they could not take the place of a man’s affection and understand- 
ing. To fill such a place no one appeared. To Lcyland — who 
with Grundy was forced willy-nilly into the role of confidant 
— Branwell complained bitterly of the lack of sympathy and 
understanding among his village acquaintances, who, doubtless, 
were by now tired of him: ‘My rude rough acquaintances here 
ascribe my unhappiness solely to causes produced by my some- 
times irregular life, because they have known no other pains 
than those resulting from excess or want of ready cash. They do 
not know that I would rather want a shirt than a springy step, 
and that my total want of happiness, were I to step into York 
Minster now, would be far, far worse than their want of an 
hundred pounds when they might happen to need it, and that 
if a dozen glasses or a bottle of wine drives off their cares, such 
cures only make me outwardly passable in company, but never 
drive off mine.’®® 

Branwell thought a great deal of the future, which his imagina- 
tion presented in lurid and uniformly pessimistic terms, but no 
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premonition of death appears to have crossed his mind. His fate 
was at least to be more merciful than the picture he drew of it: 
‘I know only that it is time for me to be something when I am 
nothing; that my father cannot have long to live, and that when 
he dies, my evening, which is already twilight, will become 
night; that I shall then have a c )nstitution still so strong that it 
will keep me years in torture a id despair when I should every 
hour pray that I might die. I ki ow that I am avoiding, while I 
write, one greatest cause of my utter despair — but by God, sir, 
it is nearly too bitter for me to allude to it!’^® 

It was as well that Bran well c uahfied his reluctance to discuss 
Mrs. Robinson, for his frienc s must have thought that liis 
tragedy lay in his inability to th nk, talk, or write on any other 
subject. Thus, in this same lett r, he immediately proceeds to 
traverse once more the same weary void of self-pity, self- 
delusion, dramatic accusation and, finally, the inevitable 
apology: ‘For four years (including one year of absence), a lady 
intensely loved me as I did her, and each sacrificed to that love 
all we had to sacrifice, and held out to each other hope for our 
guide to the future. She was all I could wish for in a woman, and 
vastly above me in rank, and she loved me even better than I 
did her. Now what is the result of these four years? utter 
WRECK. The “Great Britain” is not so thoroughly stranded as I 
am. I have received today, since I began my scrawl, a note from 
her maid, Miss Anne Marshall, and I know from it that she has 
been terrified by vows which she was forced to swear to, on her 
husband’s deathbed, (with every addition of terror which the 
ghastly dying eye could inflict upon a keenly sensitive and 
almost worried woman’s mind) a complete severance from him 
in whom lay her whole heart’s feelings. When that husband was 
scarce cold in his grave, her relations, who controlled the whole 
property, overwhelmed her with their tongues, and I am quite 
conscious that she has succumbed in terror to what they have said. 
To no one living have I said what I now say to you, and I 
should not bother yourself with my incoherent account did I 
not believe that you would be able to understand somewhat of 
what I meant — though not all, sir — for he who is without hope, 
and knows that his clock is at twelve at night, cannot communi- 
cate his feelings to one who finds his at twelve noon.’®^ 

The call of the sheriff sobered Branwell for a time. With one 
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exception in the spring, which Charlotte reported — ‘Branwell 
has been conducting himself very badly lately, I expect from the 
extravagance of his behaviour and from mysterious hints he 
drops (for he never will speak out plainly) that we shall be hear- 
ing news of fresh debts contracted by him soon’®® — with this 
one exception, he became comparatively quiet. 

Charlotte, who had been steadily refusing invitations to 
Brookroyd because she felt unable to ask Ellen to Haworth in 
return, now judged that at last her friend might without too 
great a shock be asked to the parsonage: ‘Branwell is quieter 
now and for a good reason: he has got to the end of a con- 
siderable sum of money of which he became possessed in the 
spring, and consequently is obliged to restrict himself in some 
degree. You must expect to find him weaker in mind, and the 
complete rake in appearance. I have no apprehension of his 
being at all uncivil to you: on the contrary, he will be as smooth 
as oil.’®® 

Having thus explained, prepared, warned, and reassured her 
friend, Charlotte fixed Whitsun as the time for the visit.^® She 
had little faith in her ability to entertain a guest — even an old 
friend — and none at all in the attractiveness of the family and 
home in general: ‘Prepare for much dulness and monotony,’^ ^ 
she writes pessimistically. But for all that, she makes eager plans 
for the meeting: ‘If you can arrive at Keighley by about four 
o’clock in the afternoon, Emily, Anne and I will all three meet 
you at the station. We can take tea jovially together at the 
Devonshire Arms, and walk home in the cool of the evening.’^® 
And again: ‘I do trust nothing will now arise to prevent your 
coming ... if it rains, I shall cry.’^® And when Ellen asks what 
dress she shall wear: ‘Come in black, blue, pink, white or 
scarlet, as you like. Come shabby or smart; neither the colour 
nor the condition signifies; provided only the dress contain 
Ellen Nussey, all will be right.’^^ 

Yet all this preparation and anticipation went for nothing in 
the end. At the last moment Ellen was unable to come to 
Haworth.*® This mild break in the monotony of life at the par- 
sonage was denied to them all, and Charlotte had to postpone 
once again the hope of seeing and talking to her friend. She 
needed comfort. The ever-present humihation of Branwell; the 
repeated failure to find a publisher for The Professor, or even to 
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draw a comment from the rejecting firms; the problem of Mr. 
Nicholls, whose decision, recently made, to seek another living, 
seemed a reproach to her; and now, the disappointment over 
Ellen’s cancelled visit: all joined in her mind with the desolating 
sense of time passing/* ‘I shall be 31 next birthday,’ she wrote * 
to Ellen bitterly, ‘my youth is gone like a dream, and very 
little use have I ever made of it. What have I done these l ist 
thirty years? Precious little.’^’ < 

The fate of the sisters’ Poevis lent additional despondency 
to her prevailing mood this sp mg and early summer. For t lis 
she had wrestled long, hurtful hours with Emily. For this slie 
had imperilled the harmony ihat alone promised a hope of 
peace in the parsonage. For th s she had risked the loss of m 
affection she was growing mori and more to depend upon. The 
neglect of the little volume wa . not without cause. Charlotte’s 
verses were pedestrian and uni-ispiring. Anne, in her religious 
poems especially, sometimes sounded a note of sincerity and 
depth of feeling, unmarred by sentimentality, that was not far 
from beauty, but, like her eldest sister, she was unable to put 
melody into her lines; and her nuld excellences arc too few in 
poems that, as a whole, lack unity and distinction. 

So far, then, as the contributions of Charlotte and Anne 
are concerned, the indifference of public and reviewer alike is 
understandable enough. The treatment of Emily’s poems is less 
easy to explain. 

Charlotte held no high opinion of her own or of her youngest 
sister’s poems. She saw in Emily’s work, indeed, a merit out- 
striding the usual feminine verses of the day, yet if she is to be 
judged, as she must, by her amendments to these poems, it is 
plain that her appreciation stopped short of full understanding; 
for she did much to destroy Emily’s careful use of punctuation 
and capital letters and her exact choice of words and symbols 
on which so much of the beauty and full sense of the poems 
depend. The fact is, that Charlotte, who was concerned with 
the heart and with morality, could never hope to understand 
the work of her sister, who was amoral, and concerned, in her 
greater poems, almost entirely with the soul. How baffled Char- 
lotte was by some of Emily’s more imaginative poems is seen 
in the titles she afterwards gave them, and, even more, in the 
Utterly incongruous explanations she thought necessary to add 
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for the benefit of the reader. It says much for Charlotte that, 
feehng thus out of her depth, she yet perceived the greatness of 
Emily’s poems, and extolled and defended them. 

Charlotte had little hope of a widespread sale for the poems; 
but her most pessimistic forecast scarcely anticipated complete 
failure. Her disappointment is plain in the ironic letter she sent 
to a number of men of letters admired by her: ‘My relatives, 
Ellis and Acton Bell, and myself, heedless of the repeated warn- 
ings of various respectable publishers, have committed the rash 
act of printing a volume of poems. The consequences predicted 
have, of course, overtaken us: our book is found to be a drug; 
no man needs it or heeds it. In the space of a year our publisher 
has disposed but of two copies, and by what painful efforts he 
succeeded in getting rid of these two, himself only knows. Be- 
fore transferring the edition to the trunkmakers, we have 
decided on distributing as presents a few copies of what we 
cannot sell — we beg to offer you one in acknowledgment of 
the pleasure and profit we have often and long derived from 
your works. 
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THE BELLS BECOME BRONTES 

Charlotte* s reaction to her success. Het new correspondents. She writes regularly to 
Williams. Her views on Jane Austen. 1 ler dedication to Thackeray. Defence oj Jane 
Eyre*. Illness of the sisters and failing health of Branwell. Charlotte begins ( new 
book. Anne fnishes 'The Tenant of U' Idfell Hall*. It is published. Conjusion ibout 
the identity oj the sisters. Charlotte and Uine go to London to make themselves known 
to the publisher. Charlotte* s descriptioti of the visit. Anne pained by reviews f her 
book. Emily annoyed by the revelation j her identity. Charlotte tells Ellen tv deny 
reports that she ‘as published a novel. 

Charlotte bore her success ^/ell. In her letters to Smith Elder 
her thanks appear excessive and her language, sometimes 
flowery, sometimes stately, is not in character; but this was a 
small departure from the genuine Charlotte for so big and so 
sudden a change m her fortunes. She had not lost the sense of 
unworthiness and of incredulity that hangs about the newly 
fortunate, and she was truly grateful for the interest shown m 
her work when no other publisher would look at it. She was 
pleased, too, by her correspondence with Williams, however 
self-conscious her letters appear. For the first time since leaving 
Brussels — in many respects, for the first time in her hfe — she was 
able to write fully and frankly on literature and the arts in 
general, to hear news about writers hitherto only distant names 
to her, to make earnest comparisons between this and that 
journal, this and that reviewer, and even, later, to unburden 
herself on more personal subjects. All this was now poured out 
gladly to the fatherly, kind-hearted, if rather uninspired 
WiUiams, and at last Charlotte began to feel herself a part — even 
if a somewhat remote part — of the great world of culture she 
had dreamed about and craved after for so many years. 

Soon, she was also writing, infrequently, to well known? 
writers of the day who admired her book. Chief among these 
were G. H. Lewes, Thackeray, and R. H. Horne. Lewes, whose 
praise of Jane Eyre was mixed with a good deal of criticism, 
warned Charlotte to beware of melodrama, and not to stray far 
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from her own experience. ‘When I first began to write/ replied 
» Charlotte, ‘so impressed was I with the truth of the principles 
you advocate, that I determined to take Nature and Truth as my 
sole guides, and to follow in their very footprints; I restrained 
imagination, eschewed romance, repressed excitement; over- 
bright colouring too, I avoided, and sought to produce some- 
thing which should be soft, grave and true. My work (a tale in 
one volume) being completed, I offered it to a publisher. He 
said it was original, faithful to nature, but he did not feel warran- 
ted in accepting it; such a work would not sell. I tried six pub- 
lishers in succession; they all told me it was deficient in “startling 
incident” and “thrilling excitement”, that it would never suit 
.the circulating libraries 

‘Is not the real experience of each individual very limited?’ 
Charlotte asked Lewes. ‘And, if a writer dwells upon that solely 
or principally, is he not in danger of repeating himself, and also 
of becoming an egotist?’ She pleaded for the use of the imagina- 
tion, that ‘strong, restless faculty, which claims to be heard and 
exercised: are we to be quite deaf to her cry, and insensate to 
her struggles? When she shows us bright pictures, are we never 
to look at them, and try to reproduce them? And when she is 
eloquent, and speaks rapidly and urgently in our ear, are we not 
to write to her dictation?’^ 

Lewes followed up his letter with a review of Jane Eyre in 
which he advised the author, in her next novel, to follow Jane 
Austen as an example of writing within her own experience. 
This stirred Charlotte to many words. Flattered, but in no way 
awed, she embarked with gusto upon further discussion: ‘If I 
ever do write another book, I think I will have nothing of what 
you call “melodrama”; I think so, but I am not sure. I think too, 
I will endeavour to follow the counsel which shines out of Miss 
Austen’s “mild eyes”, “to finish more and be more subdued”; 
but neither am I sure of that. When authors write best, or, at 
least, when they write most fluently, an influence seems to 
waken in them, which becomes their master — which will have 
its own way — putting out of view all behests but its own, dic- 
tating certain words, and insisting on their being used, whether 
vehement or measured in their nature; new-moulding charac- 
ters, giving unthought-of turns to incidents, rejecting carefully 
elaborated old ideas, and suddenly creating and adopting new 
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ones. Is it not so? And should we try to counteract this influence? 
Can we indeed counteract it?’® 

She hastened to make acquaintance with Jane Austen. She 
obtained the book to which Lewes referred with so much 
admiration, Pride and Prejudice, As she read, her indignation grew 
with her astonishment: ‘What did I find? An accurate daguerreo- 
typed portrait of a common face; a carefully fenced, highly 
cultivated garden with neat borders and delicate flowers; but no 
glance of a bright, vivid ph} siognomy, no open country no 
fresh air, no blue hill, no bo my beck. I should hardly like to 
live with her ladies and gentle nen, in their elegant but confmed 
houses. ... I can understand a Imiration of George Sand . . she 
is sagacious and profound; vliss Austen is only shrewd and 
observant.’^ Unluckily Chari )tte did not read the one book of 
Jane Austen which might ha/c persuaded her to take a more 
sympathetic and understanding view of her great predecessor. 
'To her, Jane Austen’s treatme it of the emotions was insipid, she 
lacked romantic fire, had no [>assion, no poetry, no heady flight 
rof imagination. Such a writer was anathema to her. She could 
not understand such deliberate restriction of subject and mood. 
Because Jane Austen contented herself with a limited world, 
Charlotte assumed her to be without imagination and passion. 
Had she read Persuasion she might have thought differently. 
The possibility that greatness could assume many forms did 
not apparently occur to her. Lewes, in his reply, did nothing 
to mend matters. On the contrary, he made the mistake of 
attempting to retreat from the position he had taken up, while 
insisting still upon the reverence due to Jane Austen. ‘What 
a strange lecture comes next in your letter!’ exclaimed the 
incensed Charlotte. ‘You say I must familiarise my mind with 
the fact that “Miss Austen is not a poetess, has no ‘sentiment’ 
(you scornfully enclose the word in inverted commas), “no 
eloquence, none of the ravishing enthusiasm of poetry”; and 
then you add, I must “learn to acknowledge her as one of the 
greatest artists, of the greatest painters of human character, and one 
of the writers with the nicest sense of means to an end that ever 
lived.” 

‘The last point only will I ever acknowledge,’ declared Char- 
lotte vehemently.® Lewes, by taking up this indefensible posi- 
tion, had touched his correspondent where she was most 
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sensitive. Jane Austen, he said, lacked poetry, lacked sentiment, 
yet must be reverenced as one of the greatest artists. The im- 
plication to Charlotte was plain, if mistaken; Lewes had said in 
effect that neither poetry nor sentiment was essential co great- 
ness. Yet these qualities were precisely those in which Jane Eyre 
excelled. 

' She fought his dictum: ‘Can there be a great artist without 
poetry? What I call — what I will bend to, as a great artist, then 
— cannot be destitute of the divine gift. But hy poetry, I am sure, 

« you understand something different to what I do, as you do by 
“sentiment”. It is poetry, as 1 comprehend the word, which 
elevates the masculine George Sand, and makes out of something 
coarse something godlike. It is “sentiment” in my sense of the 
term — sentiment jealously hidden, but genuine, which extracts 
the venom from that formidable Thackeray, and converts what 
might be corrosive poison into purifying elixir. If Thackeray 
did not cherish in his large heart deep feeling for Ins kind, he 
would delight to exterminate; as it is, I believe, he wishes only 
to reform. Miss Austen being, as you say, without “sentiment”, 
without poetry, maybe is sensible, real (more real than true), 
but she cannot be great.’’ 

To Thackeray, whose work Charlotte venerated, the second 
edition of Jane Eyre was dedicated. Thackeray, an admirer of the 
book, expressed his appreciation of the honour. But Charlotte 
soon discovered that, unwittingly, she had caused her hero em- 
barrassment rather than pleasure. She found, to her dismay, 
that truth and fiction had followed similar paths; the plot of 
Jane Eyre, in some of its more striking particulars, followed the 
circumstances of Thackeray’s own domestic life with uncom- 
fortable precision. His wife was not in her right mind; he, like 
Rochester, had been obliged to keep her in seclusion for some 
years. The Dedication, appearing in January 1848, gave a joyous 
filhp to the literary circles still busy speculating about the 
authorship of Jane Eyre. It now became clear that Currer Bell 
must be the governess of Thackeray’s children, and Jane Eyre 
the fictive treatment of an actual romance. Charlotte, when told 
briefly, and without complaint, by Thackeray in his letter of 
thanks, could only protest her innocence and deep regrets, and 
bewail to Williams the unhappy coincidence.® 

But despite embarrassments and disagreements, these con- 
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tacts with cultured and well known people gave Charlotte im- 
mense satisfaction, and she spent much of her time writing and 
reading the now frequent letters. She began to apply her rigid 
moral standards to literature in a manner that must have aston- 
ished her correspondents, especially when they recalled some of 
the reviews of Jane Eyre. So, with Branwell in mind, she writes 
of Rochester: ‘You say that no man who had intellect enough 
to paint a picture, or write a comic opera, could act as he did; 
you say that men of genim and talent may have egre^-ious 
faults, but they cannot dejcend to brutality or mean ness. 
Would that the case were sc ! . . . Would that intellect could 
preserve from low vice! . . . Lewes is nobly right whe i he 
says that intellect is not the lighest faculty of man, thou^^h it 
may be the most brilliant; wh n he declares that the moral nature 
of his kind is more sacred tha i the intellectual nature. . . . There 
is something divine in the thought that genius preserves from 
degradation, were it but true; but Savage tells us it was not 
true for him, Sheridan confirms the avowal, and Byron seals 
it with terrible proof. You probably never knew a Cecil 
Chamberlaync. If you had known such a one you would feel 
that Lewes has rather subdued the picture. Without moral 
firmness, without a clear sense of right and wrong, without 
the honourable principle that makes a man rather proud than 
ashamed of honest labour, there are no guarantees from even 
deepest baseness.’® 

And of the maniac, she replies to criticism, again with an 
eye on Branwell: ‘I agree that the character is shocking, but I 
know that it is but too natural. There is a phase of insanity 
which may be called moral madness in which all that is good or 
even human seems to disappear from the mind and a fiend 
nature replaces. The sole aim and desire of the being thus pos- 
sessed is to exasperate, to molest, to destroy, and preternatural 
ingenuity and energy are often exercised to that dreadful end.’^® 

A consideration of Mirabeau also made her think of Branwell: 
‘I find a little difficulty in telling you what I think of the “Life 
of Mirabeau”,’ she wrote to Williams. ‘I have often felt called 
upon to approve the ability and tact of the writer . . . but I 
have also been moved frequently to disapprobation ... it is 
his manner of treating Mirabeau’s errors that offends. Could 
you with confidence put this work into the hands of your son, 
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secure that its perusal would not harm, him — that it would not 
leave on his mind some vague impression that there is a grandeur 
in vice committed on a colossal scale? Whereas, the fact is, that 
in vice there is no grandeur; that it is, on whatever side you view 
it, and in whatever accumulation, only a foul, sordid and 
degrading thing. The fact is, that this Mirabeau was a mixture 
of divinity and dirt; that there was no divinity whatever in his 
errors — they were all sullying dirt; that they ruined him, 
brought down his genius to the kennel, deadened his nature 
and generous fine sentiments, made all his greatness as nothing; 
that they cut him off in his prime, obviated all his aims, and 
struck him dead in the hour when France most needed him. 
Mirabeau’s Life and Fate teach, to my perception, the most 
depressing lesson I have read for years. One would fain have 
hoped that so many noble qualities must have made a noble 
character, and achieved noble ends. No — the Mighty Genius 
lived a miserable and degraded life, and died a dog’s death, for 
want of self-control — for want of morality — for lack of religion. 
One’s heart is wrung for Mirabeau after reading his life, and it 
is not of his greatness we think, w^hen w^e close the volume, so 
much as of his hopeless recklessness, and of the sufferings, 
degradation and untimely end in which it issued.’^ ^ 

All three sisters had influenza in this bitter winter of 1847-8. 
Charlotte and Emily recovered well, but Anne, as usual, had 
difficulty in getting strong again, and her cough lingered long 
after she was up and about — to the concern of Charlotte, 
always afraid that Anne would go the way of Maria and Eliza- 
beth.^® But Bran well, not Anne, was to be the next victim of 
consumption in the house. Early in the New Year he had shown 
obvious signs that the disease was far advanced in him; he had 
fainting fits at the Talbot and Old Cock inns at Halifax, fol- 
lowed by fits at home; and he had an appalling cough.^® 
Charlotte obviously had no idea how” ill he was; her natural 
kindliness had been overlaid by years of disgust and irritation, 
and she could no longer regard her brother normally: ‘We have 
not been very comfortable here at home lately,’ she told Ellen, 
Tar from it indeed — Branwell has contrived by some means 
to get more money from the old quarter — and has led us a 
sad life with his absurd and often intolerable conduct — Papa is 
harassed day and night — we have little peace — ^he is always sick, 
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has two or three times fallen down in fits — what will be the 
ultimate end God knows.’^^ 

By this time, Branwcll could no longer concentrate on his 
writing, hut he still spoke of what he had done and hoped to do, 
and asked Leyland to return his poem ‘Caroline’ and a manuscript 
volume, which may possibly be ‘Morley Hall’ or part of it — the 
epic on the ancestral scat of the Leyland family which Bran well 
had promised to write for th ) sculptor.^® He also still amased 
himself by grotesque drawii gs of himself in dissipation and 
despair. In his letter to Lcylai d, for instance, there are sketches 
of Branwcll with his cronic ^ at the Talbot, and of hii iself 
alone with a rope round his ik ck, just about to be ‘turned otf’.^* 

Williams urged Charlotte t 3 send him another novel as oon 
as possible; and although she arotested that she could not \vrite 
in haste or to order, she was >0011 at work again.^" At firs' she 
tried to revise The Professot and make the more subjective 
treatment of her Brussels cxjicricnccs that was later to appear 
as Villcttc^^ — but this was soon put aside; she found the pres- 
sure of recent emotion still too strong and too close for the 
necessary detachment. So she began a new book. It opened with • 
a bitter attack on the curates of Haworth, rather larger than 
life; for their chatter still angered Charlotte. But the book — a 
tale of the Chartist riots, the stories of which, heard at Roe Head, 
Charlotte had never forgotten — was designed primarily to do 
honour to Ellen and Emily, the two heroines. 

While she wrote slowly, Jane Eyre continued to sell well. 
In April a third edition was published, and this too was soon 
sold out. To this edition Charlotte appended a disclaimer of the 
authorship of Wuthering Heights and Agnes Grey — for there had 
been frequent suggestions in the press that these novels were in 
fact the work of the one author. This author, however, was not 
always said to be Currer Jane Eyre was sometimes attri- 

buted to the author of Wuthering Heights; and Newby, who was 
more businesslike than honourable, encouraged this belief in 
his advertisements of Wuthering Heights and Agnes Grey, regard- 
less of the annoyance of Emily and Anne. 

Later in this Spring of 1848 , Anne finished The Tenant of 
Wildfell Hall The task had been as hard as anything Anne 
could have set herself. Anyone less fitted to portray the steady 
slide of a man to perdition through a career of dissoluteness and 
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vice, it would be difficult to imagine, and it is a triumph for 
Anne that the book is so interesting to read.®^ It is an ably written 
and in parts absorbing story, and contains some sound analysis of 
character. If Huntingdon is less villainous and a great deal more 
attractive than Anne would have had him appear, the fact is 
that she was simply not capable of portraying real hcartlessness 
'and abandon. Nevertheless The Tenant of Wildfell Hall does no 
discredit to the company in which it found itself By virtue of 
it, and not solely as a sister of Emily and Charlotte, Anne deserves 
remembrance. 

In June, the book was published in England and was offered 
to an American publisher. Newby told this publisher that The 
Tenant of Wildfell Hall was, as far as he knew, the work of the 
author responsible for the three previous books written by the 
Bells. Williams heard of this, and at once told Charlotte. He 
explained that Smith Elder had promised the American pub- 
lisher the second work by the author of Jane Eyre, and that 
Newby, hearing of the promise, had stepped in and had tried 
to substitute Anne’s second book for Charlotte’s as yet un- 
completed Shirley, Charlotte did not hesitate: ‘On the very 
day I received Smith and Elder’s letter,’ she told Mary Taylor 
in one of the letters that passed regularly between Haworth and 
New Zealand, ‘Anne and I packed up a small box, sent it down 
to Keighley, set out ourselves after tea, walked through a snow- 
storm to the station, got to Leeds, and whirled up by the night 
train to London with the view of proving our separate identity 
to Smith and Elder, and confronting Newby with his lie. We 
arrived at the Chapter Coffee House (our old place, Polly, we 
did not well know where else to go) about eight o’clock in the 
morning. We washed ourselves, had some breakfast, sat a few 
minutes, and then set off in queer inward excitement to 65 
Cornhill. Neither Mr. Smith nor Mr. Williams knew wc were 
coming — they had never seen us — they did not know whether 
we were men or women, but had always written to us as men.’^* 

It was on Saturday, 9 July, that the two sisters, Anne on her 
first visit to London, Charlotte almost as complete a stranger, 
walked up from Paternoster Row to Cornhill. Neither 
pleasure nor fame could tempt them from their Yorkshire 
home; but a hint to Charlotte of an injustice being done to 
Smith Elder, a suggestion to Anne that her name was being 
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used to deprive her sister and publisher of their legitimate rights, 
was enough to send both sisters post-haste to London, without 
thought of escort or comfort. So great was their indignation, so 
eager were they to right the wrong that had been done, that 
they never considered writing to the publisher; an immediate 
personal visit, they felt, would alone meet the case. 

They felt rather nervous as they neared the offices of Smith 
Elder, but were too excited to feel tired after their all-night 
journey: ‘We found 65 to le a large bookseller’s shop, in a 
street almost as bustling as th( Strand. We went in, walkec up 
to the counter. There were a great many young men and lads 
here and there; I said to the fi st I could accost: “May I see Mr. 
Smith?” He hesitated, lookec a little surprised. We sat down 
and waited a while, looking at some books on the counter, 
publications of theirs well k lown to us, of many of w’-iich 
they had sent us copies as presents. At last we were shown up 
to Mr. Smith. “Is it Mr. Snnth?” I said, looking up through 
my spectacles at a tall young man. “It is.” I then put his own 
letter into his hand directed to Currer Bell. He looked at it 
and then at me again. “Where did you get this?” he said. I 
gave my real name: Miss Bronte. We were in a small room — 
ceiled with a great skylight — and explanations were rapidly gone 
into; Mr. Newby being anathematised, I fear, w*ith undue 
vehemence. Mr, Smith hurried out and returned with one 
whom he introduced as Mr. Williams, a pale, mild, stooping 
man of fifty, very much like a faded Tom Dixon. Then followed 
talk — talk — talk, Mr. Williams being silent, Mr. Smith loquaci- 
ous. 

As the Brontes still wanted to remain anonymous, it was 
arranged that they should be introduced as the Misses Brown 
to any friends of their publisher; for George Smith intended to 
make their visit to London a pleasant one; he would have feted 
them, had they been willing, but they were not. 

‘Mr. Smith said we must come and stay at his house, but we 
were not prepared for a long stay and declined this also; as we 
took our leave he told us he should bring his sisters to call on 
us that evening. We returned to our inn, and I paid for the 
excitement of the interview by a thundering headache and 
harassing sickness. Towards evening, as I got no better and 
expected the Smiths to call, I took a strong dose of sal-volatile. 
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It roused me a little; still, I was in grievous bodily case when 
they were announced. They came in, two elegant young ladies, 
in full dress, prepared for the Opera — Mr. Smith himself in 
evening costume, white gloves, etc. We had by no means under- 
stood that it was settled we were to go to the Opera, and were 
not ready. Moreover, we had no fine, elegant dresses with us, 
or in the world. However, on brief rumination I thought it 
would be wise to make no objections — I put my headache in my 
pocket, we attired ourselves in the plain, home-made country 
garments we possessed, and went with them to their carriage, 
where we found Mr. Williams. They must have thought us 
queer, quizzical-looking beings, especially me with my spec- 
tacles. I smiled inwardly at the contrast, which must have been 
apparent, between me and Mr. Smith as I walked with him up 
the crimson-carpeted staircase of the Opera House and stood 
amongst a brilliant throng at the box door, which was not yet 
open. Fine ladies and gentlemen glanced at us with a slight, 
graceful superciliousness quite warranted by the circumstances. 
Still, I felt pleasantly excited in spite of headache and sickness and 
conscious clownishness; and I saw Anne was calm and gentle, 
which she always is.’^® 

Charlotte was by no means overawed by the occasion, and, 
as usual, her critical sense was working busily. She analysed 
freely and remembered what she saw and heard. Most of that 
night was to find another and a longer life in Charlotte’s novels. 
‘The performance was Rossini’s opera of the “Barber of 
Seville”,’ she continued, ‘very brilliant, though I fancy there 
are things I should like better. We got to the Exhibition of the 
Royal Academy and the National Gallery, dined again at 
Mr. Smith’s, then went home with Mr. Williams to tea and saw 
his comparatively humble but neat residence and his fine family 
of eight children. A daughter of Leigh Hunt’s was there. She 
sang some little Italian airs which she had picked up among the 
peasantry in Tuscany, in a manner that charmed me. On Tues- 
day morning we left London laden with books which Mr. Smith 
had given us, and got safely home. A more jaded wretch than I 
looked when I returned it would be difficult to conceive. I was 
thin when I went, but was meagre indeed when I returned; my 
face looked grey and very old, with strange, deep lines ploughed 
in it; my eyes stared unnaturally. I was weak and yet restless. In 
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a while, however, the bad effects of excitement went off and I 
regained my normal condition. We saw Mr. Newby.’*® 

The meeting with Newby resulted in a second edition of the 
Tenant of Wildfell Hall with a preface by Anne, dated 22 July. 
T would have it to be distinctly understood’, she wrote, ‘that 
Acton Bell is neither Currci nor Ellis Bell, and therefore let 
not his faults be attributed to them.’*’ 

Some of the reviews of h t second book pained Anne be- 
cause they misrepresented he r intentions. ‘You will have seen 
some of the notices of Wildj 'll Hall,' Charlotte wrote to Wil- 
liams, ‘I wish my sister felt he unfavourable ones less keenly. 
She does not say much, for s e is of a remarkably taciturn still, 
thoughtful nature, reserved wen with her nearest of kin, but 
I cannot avoid seeing that h r spirits are depressed somet mes. 
The fact is, neither she nor ; ny of us expected that view o be 
taken of the book which ha been taken by some critics. That 
it had faults of execution, fa ilts of art, was obvious, but faults 
of intention or feeling couh' be suspected by none who knew 
the writer. For my own part, I consider the subject unfortu- 
nately chosen — it was one the author was not qualified to handle 
at once vigorously and truthfully. The simple and natural — 
quiet description and simple pathos are, I think, Acton Bell’s 
forte. 1 liked Allies Grey better than the present work.’*® 

So Anne, who in her quieter way was as unapproachable 
as Emily, suffered silently as she saw her motives misconstrued, 
her taste questioned, and her moral warning either unhealthily 
enjoyed or mistakenly condemned. To a temperament naturally 
despondent, this fate of her great effort to right a wrong 
depressed her. So intense was Charlotte’s anxiety, and so acute 
her impotence to penetrate her sisters’ reserve, that she was 
driven to express her worry and helplessness to comparative 
strangers. Anne, indeed, was sufficiently kind to give confidence 
where she saw that the withholding of it was causing pain, but 
even she had a limit beyond which she could not bring herself 
to go — if not to Emily, then certainly not to Charlotte. Emily 
was even less forthcoming. 

Meanwhile Charlotte continued happily enough to discuss 
solemnly with Williams the respective merits of Rochester, 
Huntingdon, and Heathcliff: ‘You say Mr. Huntingdon re- 
minds you of Mr. Rochester. Does he? Yet there is no like- 
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ness between the two; the foundation of each character is 
entirely different. Huntingdon is a specimen of the naturally 
selfish, sensual, superficial man, whose one merit of a joyous 
temperament only avails him while he is young and healthy, 
whose best days are his earliest, who never profits by experi- 
ence, who is sure to grow worse the older he grows. Mr. 
Rochester has a thoughtful nature and a very feeling heart; 
he is neither selfish nor self-indulgent; he is ill-educated, mis- 
guided; errs, when he does err, through rashness and inexperi- 
ence: he lives for a time as too many other men live, but being 
radically better than most men, he does not like that degraded 
life^ and is never happy in it. He is taught the severe lessons of 
experience and has sense to learn wisdom from them. Years 
improve him; the effervescence of youth foamed away, what is 
really good in him still remains. His nature is like wine of a good 
vintage, time cannot sour, but only mellows him. Such at least 
was the chafticter I meant to portray. Heathcliff, again, of 
Wuthering Heights is quite another creation. He exemplifies the 
effects which a life of continued injustice and hard usage may 
produce on a naturally perverse, vindictive, and inexorable dis- 
position. Carefully trained and kindly treated, the black gipsy- 
cub might possibly have been reared into a human being, but 
tyranny and ignorance made of him a mere demon. The worst 
of it is, some of his spirit seems breathed through the whole 
narrative in which he figures: it haunts every moor and glen, 
and beckons in every fir-tree of the Heights. 

A further result of the London visit was that the neglected 
Poems of the three sisters was given another chance of publica- 
tion. Smith Elder took over the copyright as well as the remain- 
ing sheets of the Poems from Aylott and Jones, and issued it under 
their own imprint. 

But the visit brought trouble with Emily. She had agreed to 
the publication of her poems and her novel on the understanding 
that her pen name was always used. But in the excitement of 
meeting her publishers, Charlotte did more than demonstrate 
that there \yere in fact a Currer and an Acton Bell. She explained 
the full story of the three sisters and their real names. When, on 
returning home, Charlotte confessed her slip, Emily expressed 
deep resentment at this breach of faith — she had a horror of 
being publicly known and discussed. So Charlotte wrote hastily 
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to Williams: ‘Permit me to caution you not to speak of my 
sisters when you write to me. I mean, do not use the word in the 
plural. Ellis Bell will not endure to be alluded to under any 
other appellation than the nom de plume. I committed a grand 
error in betraying his identity to you and Mr. Smith. It was 
inadvertent — the words “we a^e three sisters” escaped me before 
I was aware. I regretted the a^ owal the moment I had made it; 
I regret it bitterly now, for 1 1 ind it is against every feeling and 
intention of Ellis Bell.’®° 

Charlotte, though far from averse to the publication of her 
writings, was scarcely less an: ious than Emily to preserve her 
anonymity: ‘It is very kind an 1 right in you to answer “Currer 
Bell” to all enquiries respect’ ig the authorship of Jane EmJ 
she wrote to WilHams. ‘That is the only name I wish to liave 
mentioned in connexion with my writings. “Currer Bell” only 
I am and will be to the public. If accident or design should 
deprive me of that name, I she uld deem it a misfortune — a very 
great one. Mental tranquillity would then be gone; it would be 
a task to write, a task which I doubt whether I could continue. 
If I were known, I should ever be conscious in writing that my 
book must be read by ordinary acquaintances, and that idea 
would fetter me intolerably.’^^ 

No small part of Charlotte’s objection to her authorship 
becoming known to those about her was due to the use which 
she made of friends and acquaintances in her books. Few authors 
have drawn their characters so freely from life; and most of 
Charlotte’s circle can be traced without difficulty. Eventually, 
a character recognized himself in Shirley , but until this hap- 
pened Charlotte’s precautions were thorough. She did not tell 
her father for some time, and she did not mention her writing 
to Ellen Nussey, yet, inconsistently, she actually corrected the 
proofs of Jane Eyre when visiting Brookroyd.^® And, as if this 
were not enough, she more than once gave the proofs to her 
friend to post, with the publisher’s name clearly marked.®^ 
Ellen, hurt by this lack of confidence, finally asked Charlotte 
if there were any truth in the rumour that she had published a 
book. Acquaintances, she said, were telling her news that she 
should have heard first from Charlotte herself. Charlotte’s reply 
was disingenuous and in her worst vein of vulgar and heavy- 
handed humour that Ellen so often brought out: ‘I have given 
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no one a right cither to affirm, or hint, in the most distant man- 
ner, that I am “publishing” — (humbug!). Whoever has said 
it — if any one has, ’which I doubt — is no friend of mine. Though 
twenty books were ascribed to me, I should own none I scout 
the idea utterly. Whoever, after I have distinctly rejected the 
charge, urges it upon me, will do an unkind and an ill-bred 
thing. The most profound obscurity is infinitely preferable 
to vulgar notoriety: and that notoriety I neither seek nor will 
have. If, then, any Birstalhan or Gomcrsallian should presume 
to bore you on the subject, — to ask you what “novel” Miss 
Bronte has been “publishing” — you can just say, with the dis- 
tinct firmness of which you are perfect mistress when you 
choose, that you arc authorised by Miss Bronte to say, that she 
repels and disowns every accusation of the kind. You may add, 
if you please, that if any one has her confidence, you believe you 
have, and she has made no drivelling confessions to you on the 
subject.’®® 
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Bright prospects for the three girls. BrinxvelVs health fails rapidly. His last letters. 
News of Mrs. Robinson. Grundy pays i final visit. The death of Branwell Ch irlotte 
falls ill. Her e tirnate of her brother. 

At this time, in the summer of 1848, the Bronte girls seemed 
within sight of a good life i nd a secured future. Their b ^oks 
had been published and had ^ 3ld well. All had been able ii this 
way to express themselves fri ely and to feel that their gift^ had 
not been wasted; and to Cha dottc, who cared most, had come 
the greatest success. All had ; reasonable hope of independence 
and the prospect of a slightK less spartan existence. True, rheir 
acquaintance remained small and their life restricted, but, to 
two of them at least, this was no evil. Anne loved her home and 
the quiet life there; and she was resigned to the lack of husband 
and children. Emily wanted neither, content to be as she was 
and where she was. And even Charlotte’s craving for love had 
been overlaid, for the time, by her success as a writer, and by 
the friends and correspondents her fame had brought her. All 
three were feeling their powers as writers, they were still young, 
and they had great hopes of their future work — Charlotte was 
halfway through Shirley, Anne and Emily writing or thinking 
of writing books that will now never be known. Branwell 
remained, but familiarity inured them to much of his behaviour; 
it also hid from them the change taking place in him. He was 
now not merely ill; he was dying; but no one, not even Bran- 
well himself, in spite of his constant protestations that he was a 
physical wreck, seemed to realize the truth. He continued to 
drink himself into a stupor at Halifax; to run himself and others 
into debt; to plead with Lcyland and Grundy for a chance to 
redeem himself as a worker and make something of his life; to 
avow his deathless passion for Mrs. Robinson; and, occasionally, 
to collapse into a wild fit of repentance for his misspent life. 
Charlotte still spoke of her brother with disgust — mingled now 
with resignation — but showed no awareness of the seriousness of 
his condition. 
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A few months after his fits at Hahfax and at home, Branwell 
was again found in the Old Cock at Hahfax, begging Leyland: 
‘For mercic’s sake come and see me, for I have sought for you 
till I dare not risk my knee and my eyesight any more this 
evening. I shall have a bad evening and night if I do not see 
you!’^ A week or two more, and he was at home, imploring 
Leyland to help him: ‘Mr. Nicholson has sent to my Father a 
demand for the settlement of my bill owed to him immediately 
under penalty of a Court Summons. I have written to inform 
him that I shall soon be able to pay him the balance left in full 
— for that I will write to Dr. Crosby, and request an advance 
through his hands which I am sure to obtain, wlien I will remit 
my amount owed, at once, to the Old Cock. I have also given 
John Brown this morning Ten shilhngs which John will cer- 
tainly place in Mr. N’s hands on Wednesday next. If he refuses 
my offer and presses me with law, I am ruined. I have had five 
months of such utter sleeplessness, violent cough and frightful 
agony of mind that jail would destroy me for ever. I earnestly 
beg you to see Nicholson and tell him that my receipt of money 
on asking, through Dr. Crosby, is morally certain. If you con- 
veniently can, see Mrs. Sugden of the Talbot, and tell her that 
on receipt of the money I expect so shortly I will transmit her 
the whole or part of the account I owe her. Excuse this scrawl. 
Long have I resolved to write to you a letter of five or six pages, 
but intolerable mental wretchedness and corporeal weakness 
have utterly prevented me.’® Another day and, unable to leave 
home, and without money, he had a note slipped down to John 
Brown: ‘I shall feel very much obliged to you if you can con- 
trive to get me five pence worth of Gin in a proper measure. 
Should it be speedily got I could perhaps take it from you or 
Billy at the lane top, or, what would be quite as well, sent out 
for, to you. I anxiously ask the favour because I know the good 
it will do me. Punctually at Half-past Nine in the morning you 
will be paid the 5d out of a shilHng given me then.’® 

Yet another friend, Grundy, came over to Haworth: ‘As he 
never came to see me, I shortly made up my mind to visit liim 
at Haworth, and was shocked at the wrecked and wretched 
appearance he presented. Yet he still craved for an appointment 
of any kind, in order that he might try the excitement of change; 
of course uselessly . . . .’^ 
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‘Of course uselessly . . . Branwell’s friends knew him better 
than he knew himself. What they could do for him they did. 
They may not have been wise friends, they were certainly not 
the best friends for a man like him; but they were loyal even to 
the point of folly. 

Mrs. Robinson’s daughters had been over to see Anne at 
Haworth. They wrote frequently, sometimes every day.® Their 
mother, it appeared, was only waiting for the death o' Sir 
Edward Scott’s wife in ordei to marry him; ‘whose infati ated 
slave, it would appear, she is’ reported the disgusted Charlotte. 
‘A worse woman, I believe, h irdly exists; the more I hear o~'her 
the more deeply she revolts i le.’® Her mounting detcstatic n of 
Mrs. Robinson did not, he wever, produce any reaction in 
favour of her brother. She ha I no pity for him, but she wa> be- 
coming used to him. ‘Branw W is the same in conduct as ever; 
his constitution seems shatter d. Papa, and sometimes all of us, 
have sad nights with him, he deeps most of the day, and conse- 
quently will lie awake at night But has not every house its trial?’’ 

The news of Mrs. Robinson’s impending marriage left Bran- 
well without hope. He failed rapidly through the summer, but 
he kept to his feet; and though he talked often enough of death, 
neither he, nor his family, nor the doctor who had now begun 
to attend him, was prepared for his sudden end. Grundy came 
again to see his friend — for the last time, though neither he nor 
Branwell knew it: ‘From the little inn I sent for him to the 
great, square, cold-looking Rectory. I had ordered a dinner for 
two, and the room looked cosy and warm, the bright glass and 
silver pleasantly reflecting the sparkhng fire-light, deeply toned 
by the red curtains. Whilst I waited his appearance, his father 
was shown in. Much of the Rector’s old stiflTness of manner 
had gone. He spoke of Branwell with more affection than I had 
ever heretofore heard him express, but he also spoke almost 
hopelessly. He said that when my message came, Branwell was 
in bed, and had been almost too weak for the last few days to 
leave it; nevertheless, he had insisted upon coming, and would 
be there immediately. We parted, and I never saw him again. 
Presently the door opened cautiously, and a head appeared. It 
was a mass of red, unkempt, uncut hair, wildly floating round a 
great, gaunt forehead; the cheeks yellow and hollow, the mouth 
fallen, the thin white lips not trembling but shaking, the sunken 
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eyes, once small, now glaring with the light of madness, — all 
told the sad tale but too surely. I hastened to my friend, greeted 
him in my gayest manner, as I knew he best liked, drew him 
quickly into the room, and forced upon him a stiff gla<?s of hot 
brandy. Under its influence, and that of the bright, cheerful 
surroundings, he looked frightened — frightened of himself. He 
glanced at me for a moment, and muttered something of leaving 
a warm bed to come out into the cold night. Another glass of 
brandy, and returning warmth gradually brought him back to 
something like the Bronte of old. He even ate some dinner, a 
thing which he said he had not done for long; so our last inter- 
view was pleasant, though grave. I never knew his intellect 
clearer. He described himself as waiting anxiously for death — 
indeed, longing for it, and happy, in these his sane moments, to 
think it was so near. He once again declared that death would be 
due to the story I knew, and to nothing else.’® 

On Friday, 22 September, Branwell was in the village as 
usual. The following day he took to his bed. On Sunday morn- 
ing he died.® Tradition has it that he insisted upon dying on his 
feet.^® He seems, certainly, to have met his end with courage 
and dignity. Indeed, he showed during the last few days of his 
life a new spirit: ‘His demeanour, his language, his sentiments’, 
wrote Charlotte, ‘were all singularly altered and softened.’^ ^ 
And she added: ‘This change could not be owing to the fear of 
death, for till within half an hour of his decease he seemed 
unconscious of danger.’^® Particularly noticeable was the change 
in his attitude towards the family: ‘all bitterness seemed gone’.^® 
Charlotte fell ill on the very day of her brother’s death. She 
had been ailing; and the awe and trouble of Bran well’s sudden 
end proved too much for her. She could not accompany the 
little cortege that passed a day or two later through the gate 
that led from garden to churchyard. For days afterwards she 
suffered torments. Her disgust and contempt fell away, and 
she could think only of Branwell as he used to be and as he 
might have been. Her remorse and her grief were terrible; 
and she dreaded the nights, fearing her dreams even more 
than her waking thoughts.^* Her letters of this time did not 
mention her true feelings (they were too dreadful to be written 
about) but actually show a sense of relief rather than sorrow. 
Thus she told Williams a few days after the death of Bran- 
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well: ‘It is not permitted us to grieve for him who is gone 
as others grieve for those they lose. The removal of our only 
brother must necessarily be regarded by us rather in the light 
of a mercy than a chastisement. Branwell was his father’s 
and his sisters’ pride and hope in his boyhood, but since man- 
hood the case has been otherwise. It has been our lot to see 
him take a wrong bent; to hope, expect, wait his return to 
the right path; to know the dekness of hope deferred, the dis- 
may of prayer baffled; to ex ^erience despair at last — and now 
to behold the sudden early c bscure close of what might liave 
been a noble career. I do not weep from a sense of bereavement 
— there is no prop withdra\ n, no consolation torn awa-v , no 
dear companion lost — but fc the wreck of talent, the rum of 
promise, the untimely drear / extinction of what might liave 
been a burning and a shinint' light. My brother was a year my 
junior. I had aspirations and imbitions for him once, long ago 
— they have perrshed mourni Lilly. Nothing remains of him but 
a memory of errors and stiff rings. There is such a bitterness of 
pity for his hfe and deatli, such a yearning for the emptiness of 
his whole existence as I cannot describe.’^® 

As the days passed Charlotte slipped deeper into the sen- 
tentiousness that so often attended her less sincere moments: 
‘When I looked on the noble face and forehead of my dead 
brother (Nature had favoured him with a fairer outside, as well 
as a finer constitution than his sisters) and asked myself what had 
made him go ever wrong, tend ever downwards, when he had 
so many gifts to induce to, and aid in an upward course, I 
seemed to receive an oppressive revelation of the feebleness of 
humanity; of the inadequacy of even genius to lead to true 
greatness if unaided by religion and principle.’^* 

The consolations offered by an extension of this manner 
thought were plain enough. Was it not easy, was it not positively 
consoling to see, by fixing one’s gaze firmly on the Branwell of 
the past few years, not the premature and unnecessary eclipse 
of talent and of hope, but the merciful act of an all- wise provi- 
dence? Charlotte accepted such consolation. ‘Many’, she writes, 
‘under the circumstances, would think our loss rather a relief 
than otherwise. In truth, we must acknowledge, in all humility 
and gratitude, that God has greatly tempered judgment with 
mercy.’ 
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THE DEATH OF EMILY 

Emily catches a chill. It turns to inflammation of the lungs. Charlotte's alarm. Hei 
ejforb to help rehufled. Emily's attitude. She refuses to see a doctor and will not discuss 
her illness. Charlotte writes to a specialht. She loses hope. The death of Emily. 

Branwell was dead, but his influence on the lives of the three 
remaining Brontes was not ended. Emily caught a chill at her 
brother’s funeral, and never left the parsonage again alive. At 
first Charlotte, with eyes all for the weakly Anne, took no 
alarm: ‘Emily and Anne are pretty well, though Anne is always 
delicate, and Emily has a cough and cold at present’^ — so Ellen 
was informed early in October. Three weeks later, Charlotte 
was showing some uneasiness: ‘Emily’s cold and cough are 
very obstinate. I fear she has pain in the chest, and I sometimes 
catch a shortness in her breathing, when she has moved at all 
quickly. She looks very, very thin and pale. Her reserved 
nature occasions me great uneasiness of mind. It is useless to 
question her; you get no answers. It is still more useless to 
recommend remedies; they are never adopted. Nor can I shut 
my eyes to the fact of Anne’s great delicacy of constitution. The 
late sad event has, I feel, made me more apprehensive than 
common. I cannot help feeling much depressed sometimes.’^ 
Four days after writing this letter, Charlotte had forced herself 
to realize and put into words the fact that Emily was suffering 
from more than a cough or cold: T am better, but others are iU 
nowpshe tells WrIIiarm! ^Papa is not wSt^'^my sister Emily has 
so^thiiig ^e a slo winfla nimation^ tlxe4tmg$r'and even our 
old servant, who has lived with us nearly a quarter of a century, 
is suffering under serious indisposition. I would fain hope that 
Emily is a httle better this evening, but it is difficult to ascertain 
this. She is a real stoic in illness: she neither seeks nor will accept 
sympathy. To put any questions, to offer any aid, is to annoy; 
she will not yield a step before pain and sickness till forced; not 
one of her ordinary avocations will she voluntarily renounce. 
You must look on and see her do what she is unfit to do, and not 
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dare to say a word — a painful necessity for those to whom her 
health and existence are as precious as the life in their veins. 
When she is ill there seems to be no sunshine in the world for 
me. The tie of sister is near and dear indeed, and I think a 
certain harshness in her powerful and peculiar character only 
makes me cling to her more.’^ Then Charlotte realizes what 
she has been saying: ‘But this is all family egotism (so to speak) 
— excuse it, and, above all, never allude to it, or to the name 
Emily, when you write to jiie. I do not always show your 
letters, but I never withhok’ them when they are inquired 
after.’'^ Another five days, ai d Emily had become too ill to 
write. But she could still enj )y reading, and she smiled ^vith. 
pleasure when Charlotte told ler that Smith Elder were to ^ end 
more books for them to read.^ 

Towards the end of Novem aer, Williams wrote recomme^nd- 
ing homoeopathic treatment* ‘I put your most friendly litter 
into Emily’s hands as soon a^ I had myself perused it,’ wrote 
Charlotte, ‘taking care, however, not to say a word in favour 
of homeopathy — that would not have answered. It is best 
usually to leave her to form her own judgment, and especially 
not to advocate the side you wish her to favour; if you do, she 
is sure to lean in the opposite direction, and ten to one will 
argue herself into non-compliance. Hitherto she has refused 
medicine, rejected medical advice; no reasoning, no entreaty, 
has availed to induce her to see a physician.’* Williams’s recom- 
mendation met with no greater success: ‘Mr. Williams’ inten- 
tion was kind and good,’ said Emily, ‘but he was under a 
delusion: Homeopathy is only another form of quackery.’^ 
But Charlotte hoped on: ‘She may reconsider this opinion and 
come to a different conclusion: her second thoughts are often 
the best.’® 

Charlotte, who had just received an unfavourable review from 
the North American Review,^ describes her sisters as they hear 
the reviewer’s comments: ‘Today, as Emily appeared a little 
easier, I thought the “Review” would amuse her, so I read it 
aloud to her and Anne. As I sat between them at our quiet but 
now somewhat melancholy fireside, I studied the two ferocious 
authors. Ellis, the “man of uncommon talents, but dogged, 
brutal, and morose,” sat leaning back in his easy-chair drawing 
his impeded breath as he best could, and looking, alas! piteously 
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pale and wasted; it is not his wont to laugh, but he smiled half- 
amused and half in scorn as he listened. Acton was sewing, no 
emotion ever stirs him to loquacity, so he only smiled too, 
dropping at the same time a single word of calm amazement to 
hear his character so darkly portrayed.’^® 

The next day, in a letter to Ellen, Charlotte allowed herself 
for a moment to face the possible end of her sister’s illness. For 
the first time, she abandoned her instinctive pretence of linking 
Emily’s illness with the passing ailment of Anne or her father: 
T told you Emily was ill, in my last letter. She has not rallied 
yet. She is very ill. I believe, if you were to see her, your impres- 
sion would be that there is no hope. A more hollow, wasted, 
pallid aspect I have not beheld. The deep, tight cough continues; 
the breathing after the least exertion is a rapid pant; and these 
symptoms are accompanied by pains in the chest and side. Her 
pulse, the only time she allowed it to be felt, was found to beat 
1 15 per minute. In this state she resolutely refuses to see a doctor, 
she will not give an explanation of her feelings, she will scarcely 
allow her illness to be alluded to. Our position is, and has been 
for some weeks, exquisitely painful. God only knows how all 
this is to terminate. More than once, I have been forced boldly 
to regard the terrible event of her loss as possible and even prob- 
able. But nature shrinks from such thoughts. I think Emily 
seems the nearest thing to my heart in this world. Charlotte 
could no longer conceal her grief and despair: ‘Never in all her 
lifeTiad she lingered over any task that lay before her,’ she wrote 
of her sistei:, ‘and she did not linger now. She sank rapidly. She 
made haste to leave us. Yet, while physically she perished, she 
grew stronger than we had yet known her. Day by day, when 
I saw with what a front she met suffering, I looked on her with 
an anguish of wonder and love. I have seen nothing like it; 
but^ indeed, I have never seen her parallel in anything. Stronger 
than a man, simpler than a child, her nature stood alone. The 
awful point was, that, while full of ruth for others, on herself 
she had no pity; the spirit was inexorable to the flesh; from the 
trembling hand, the unnerved limbs, the faded eyes, the same 
service was exacted as they had rendered in health. To stand by 
and witness this, and not dare to remonstrate, was a pain no 
words can render.’^ ^ 

Yet to stand by and see her sister, unaided and uncomplaining, 



THE DEATH OF EMILY 

fight the gathering power of death was a fate Charlotte could 
not avert; all her love, her pleas, her prayers were without 
effect; she grieved and agonized to no end; she beat herself 
again and again — always in anguish and always in vain — against 
astubbornand indomitable purpose. Emily resented any thought, 
any suggestion of her sex as necessarily the weaker. Compassion, 
or the making of allowances m this score, humiliated her. She 
would neither seek nor accept aid for a weakness that, according 
to her spartan, self-imposed di .cipline, must be shown no me rcy. 
She would not acknowledge the body’s dependence upon any 
power other than the mind th it possessed it. She neither wanted 
nor admitted relief or cure 1 y any other agency than na ure. 
Her growing weakness hum- iated her, and she fought it svith 
stubborn fury, turning away ) elp with sullen pride the morr her 
body cried for it. At no time nVouW Emily have tolerated inter- 
ference 111 her private life wn h any pretence of patience. Now, 
she repelled every suggestion that she should see a doctor,^ ^ she 
refused to reveal or even to discuss her symptoms,^ ^ she was 
offended when any reference to her state was madc.^^ 

Nor was that all. Emily had just seen Branwell redeem him- 
self by the manner of his end; she had seen him die for a romantic 
passion with a bravado that appealed to her ready sense of the 
violent and the heroic; she had seen him keep to his feet until 
the day before his death; she had seen him meet death defiantly 
on his feet. So Emily rebuffed Charlotte’s advances brusquely, 
would give her sister’s anxious love no satisfaction. Charlotte’s 
sympathetic attentions would have annoyed her at any time: 
how much more so now, just after she had seen Charlotte ignore 
the dying Branwell until the last days of his life. 

Charlotte, almost distracted by this forced inaction, could find 
no comfort anywhere. Mr. Bronte said, mournfully, that once 
he had hoped, as Charlotte now hoped, when his eldest chhdren 
had been stricken by the same disease, but that he could hope no 
more.^* Anne, who had never recovered completely from her 
illness of the preceding winter, was showing signs of the strain 
on a constitution naturally weak, of watching, first the long 
drawn out tragedy of Branwell, then — far more poignant — 
Emily’s fierce and silent fight for life. She could not comfort 
Charlotte; she was too pessimistic and fatalistic. She also re- 
spected Emily’s fanatical determination to deal with her illness 
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alone, and so she interfered as little as she could. Every evening 
in silence, Anne and Charlotte watched their weak and emaci- 
ated but defiant sister drag herself up the stairs one by one; 
night after night they lay in their beds, listening, appulled, to 
her deep, hollow cough; every morning, they waited for it 
to begin again; and every day, when they saw Emily again, 
they had to face, as expressionless as they could force themselves 
to be, the cheeks a little more hectic, the eyes a little more hol- 
low, and the struggle for breath a shade more desperate and un- 
availing.^’ 

Anne, though uncomplaining, suffered little less than Char- 
lotte as day by day she came ever nearer to losing the sister who 
had been her playmate, inspiration, and strength from child- 
hood. Yet she was comforted by the years of understanding be- 
tween them; and her innate piety helped her to feel resigned. 
Charlotte’s grief was not softened by such thoughts. The 
consolations that had served her in the hours after the death of 
Branwell did not avail her here. She talked from time to time 
of submission to God’s Will, but she could not submit. Death to 
her, for all her occasional pious platitudes, was final; and she 
could not bear the thought of an end to Emily before she had 
even known her. So she raged and agonized, but there was no 
help for it; Emily pursued her way out of life, aloof, untouch- 
able, unmoved. 

This frustrating sense of exclusion from a hidden Emily was 
no new thing. But only after Charlotte had parted company 
with Branwell, had placed Ellen in her true, limited sphere of 
friendship, and had disciplined her longing for Heger, did she 
gain the power through suffering to imagine something of what 
she was missing.^® 

Charlotte’s dramatic sense and her weakness for rhetoric were 
to cause her more than once to write of Emily and Anne in 
words that would have been better left unsaid — but Emily 
also inspired some of her noblest passages of prose. How 
much of Charlotte’s present misery was due to helplessness 
in the face of her sister’s stoicism, how much to the knowledge 
that with all her love she was unable to touch the essential 
Emily, and that soon the mystery would elude her for ever — 
this cannot be known. For the second time she suffered deeply 
because she could not get near the person she loved, and for 
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the second time she suffered uselessly, because she could never 
have been more intimate than she was, cither with Heger or 
with Emily. 

Even if Charlotte had realized this, she had neither the cold- 
ness nor the hardness to accept it. For her, to love was to possess 
and be possessed, to share complete intimacy and trust; but this 
she was never to get from am one, and least of all from Emily, 
now further from Charlotte than ever before because of the 
primitive instinct, so strong in her, to die alone. 

Emily advanced to meet h( r end calmly and even with dis- 
dain. She asked no pity and si e gave none. She suffered gre xtly 
but her sufferings were of the body only. She had never fe.Ted 
death. For her, as many of b 'r poems show, it was a reb asc. 
To her, life was the prison, vdl her adult life she had bee-i in 
revolt, sometimes vocal, oftei sullen and silent, against the im- 
prisonment of the aspiring soi 1. The body — that faulty, fallible 
mechanism, heir to many ills, muffling the mystic vision; the 
intellect — at its best a feeble, uncertain flicker, obscuring more 
of the truth than it illuminated; these, in Eimly’s eyes, were 
hindrances to the full, free life of the imagination; chains 
that arrested all efforts to span the gulf between her two worlds. 
Hence the meditation upon death that sounds through so much 
of her work. The grave was familiar enough to the Brontes, 
both as the physical background to their lives and as an in- 
tegral part of their common vocabulary and thought. So, in 
Emily’s poems, what might have been no more than a morbid 
concentration upon the dissolution of the body became the 
expression of a joy glimpsed only in moments of revelation, 
and a lament for the bonds that held her from fulfilment. 

Now, though her body fought for life doggedly, with an 
animal’s instinctive recoil from disease, Emily harboured 
this traitor who opened the gates of her citadel and let the 
enemy in. For years she had been longing for the moment of 
emancipation, dreaming of it, writing about it; and, despite the 
wrench of the flesh, she would not if she could at this late hour 
draw back. In her way, she loved Charlotte, and she loved Anne, 
but she was a solitary creature, detached, remote, and, by 
ordinary standards, unfeeling. Those who watched her die, the 
thwarted, passionately loving Charlotte especially, suffered in 
mind even more cruelly than Emily suffered bodily. They paid 
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the penalty that falls always upon those who love the Emily 
Brontes of this world. 

Towards the end of November, Ellen asked if she could 
help at the parsonage, but Emily so bitterly resented the 
suggestion, both as an implication that her state of health 
needed attention, and as an unwarranted intrusion upon 
Ellen’s kindness, that Charlotte was obliged to refuse.^® But 
it was not in Charlotte’s nature entirely or for long to lose 
hope. ‘I hope still,’ Charlotte told her friend, Tor I must hope — 
she IS dear to me as life — if I let the faintness of despair reach 
my heart I shall become worthless. Tlie attack was, I believe, 
in the first place, inflammation of the lungs; it ought to have 
been promptly met in time, but she would take no care, use no 
means; she is too intractable. I do wish I knew her state and 
feelings more clearly.’ 

Williams sent Charlotte the book on homoeopathy,®^ and 
Charlotte finally persuaded Emily to read it, but could only 
extract the admission that homoeopathy ‘could not do much 
harm’.®^ Charlotte, however, did not share the view of Williams; 
she yearned for medical opinion and advice: ‘It is easy my dear 
sir, to say that there is nothing in medicine, and that physicians 
are useless, but we naturally wish to procure aid for those we 
love when we see them suffer; most painful is it to sit still, look 
on and do nothing. Would that my sister added to her many 
great qualities the humble one of tractability ! I have again and 
again incurred her displeasure by urging the necessity of seeking 
advice, and I fear I must yet incur it again and again.’® ^ 

But Charlotte’s importunity met with no reward. Emily 
declared that ‘no poisoning doctor’ should come near her.®® 
Her weakness increased, her cough grew more violent, her body 
more wasted; but still she carried out all her usual tasks about 
the house.®® In spite of nights of pain and discomfort, she still 
"rose at seven in the morning and stayed up until ten in the even- 
ing. She would allow no one but herself to attend to the animals, 
she would not let any one put so much as a hand to her elbow 
to guide her uncertain steps.®’ The very suggestion that she 
needed help was sufficient to rouse anger that her sisters dared 
not provoke.®® At last, this inaction became more than Charlotte 
could bear: ‘I have endured such tortures of uncertainty that 
at length I could endure it no longer .... I have written, un- 
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known to her, to an eminent physician in London, giving as 
minute a statement of her case and symptoms as I could draw up, 
and requesting an opinion.’ This last desperate attempt to avert 
Emily’s death was a failure. The doctor’s reply was too obscure 
to be helpful. He sent medicine but Emily would not take it.®® 
Every day she grew weaker. On the morning of 19 Decem- 
ber she had not sufficient strength to finish dressing, but she 
came downstairs alone, still refusing help.®^ Charlotte lost he pe 
when she saw her. ‘Moments as dark as these I have ne^xr 
known,’ she wrote to Ellen th it morning.®® Even then, En ily 
showed so stoical a front that ‘ "harlotte had no idea how sc on 
the end was to come.®® Emily ittemptcd to work as usual, >uit 
when Charlotte returned from i hurried walk on the moor v ith 
a scrap of heather to cheer he , Emily could not see what >hc 
held in her hand.®** 

At midday, Emily whispered that she would see a doctoi,®® 
but It was too late. She lay on he couch while her sisters, help- 
less and in silent dread, watchi d her last struggle. ‘It was very 
terrible,’ said Charlotte. ‘She was torn conscious, panting, reluc- 
tant though resolute out of a happy life.’®® But Emily’s long 
fight ended at last. About two o’clock in the afternoon she 
turned her eyes from the sun and died.®^ 

Emily had written her epitaph nearly three years before her 

No coward soul is mine 

No trembler in the world's storm-troubled sphere 

I see Heaven s glories shine 

And Faith shines equal armuig me from fear. 


O God within my breast 

Almighty ever-present Deity 

Life, that in me hast rest 

As I Undying Life, have power in thee. 


Vain are the thousand creeds 

That move mens hearts, unutterably vain. 

Worthless as withered weeds 

Or idlest froth amid the boundless main. 


To waken doubt in one 
Holding so fast by thy infinity 
So surely anchored on 
The steadfast rock of Immortality. 
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With wide-^mhracing love 
Thy spirit animates eternal years 
Pervades and broods above, 

Changes, sustains, dissolves, creates and rears. 

Though Earth and moon were gone 
And suns and universes ceased to be 
And thou wert left alone 
Every Existence would exist in thee 

There is not room for Death 

Nor atom that his might could render void 

Since thou art Being and Breath 

And what thou art may never be destroyed 
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THE DEATH OF ANNE 

Signs of consumption in Anne just before Emily* s death. She falls ill. The dot tor 
says there is no hope. Het patience in illmss ana willingness to try Charlotte* s many 
remedies. Her one wish to go to Scarborowih long frustrated. She goes at last, but too 
late. Description. by Ellen of Anne*s last days. 

Thus, within three months, t A^o of the Brontes w^ere cle;«l. 
Both deaths were unexpected, si dden, dramatic, entirely chanic- 
tcristic, and it is difficult to bel-eve that either Emily or Bran- 
well would have wished to d c in any other way. To those 
remaining, however, the mam er in which their numbers had 
been halved came as an appalling shock; and Charlotte, at least, 
must have felt that she had suffered enough with the loss of 
Emily. Yet death had not finished with the Brontes; it struck 
again; but this time its work was made easy. 

Anne had never entirely recovered from the effect of her 
illness of the previous winter. Her constitution, never strong, 
had been weakened by years of unhappiness, an unhappiness 
that began when, alone at Thorp Green, she had heard of the 
death of Weightman. This frustration of her longing to be 
married and to have children — expressed again and again in 
her poems^ — had to be borne through years of loneliness, away 
from the place which made up her only other happiness. Nor 
was this all; for in her many solitary hours the fear of damnation 
fastened upon her, and she had neither the hope, nor the activity, 
nor the company, nor the strength of will needed to throw it 
off. Three years of isolation at Thorp Green had been Anne’s 
lot. Then, as if she had not endured enough, she had to spend 
more than two years at the same place in worse than solitude; 
with a brother whose behaviour filled her with shame. There 
followed the years of Bran well’s degradation at home, his death, 
and, final overwhelming blow, Emily’s terrible illness and 
death. 

A week before Emily died, Charlotte wrote apprehensively 
about Anne’s frequent pains in the side. This was during a visit 
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of the Robinson girls: ‘They seemed overjoyed to see Anne; 
when I went into the room, they were clinging round her like 
two children — she, meantime, looking perfectly quiet and 
passive.’ 2 This is a characteristic picture. Anne’s surface placidity 
extended beyond moments of pleasure; she was equally re- 
strained in trouble and in pain. She had never allowed personal 
sorrows to bear upon anyone, least of all those she loved, and 
she did not allow them to do so now, when faced with her 
hardest and loneliest struggle. She did everything possible to 
make ready to pass from the world, if go she must, with the 
least discomfort and sorrow to those about her. 

For Anne’s fate was quickly determined. Emily had been 
dead barely three weeks when her sister, victim once again of 
influenza, was given by the doctor what amounted to a death 
sentence. Ellen Nusscy, on a visit, describes the occasion: ‘I 
found the family wonderfully calm and sustained, but anxious 
respecting Anne. Mr. Bronte enquired for the best doctor in 
Leeds. Mr. Teale was recommended; and came to Haworth. 
Anne was looking sweetly pretty and flushed, and in capital 
spirits for an invalid. While consultations were going on in 
Mr. Bronte’s study, Anne was very lively in conversation, 
walking round the room supported by me. Mr. Bronte joined 
us after Mr. Tealc’s departure, and, seating himselt on the couch, 
he drew Anne towards him and said, “My dear little Anne.” 
That was all — but it was understood. Charlotte afterwards told 
me that Mr. Teale said — The disease of consumption had pro- 
gressed too far for cure; and he thought so seriously of the case, 
he took the trouble to acquaint my friends and urge them to call 
me home from my visit.’® 

Charlotte, afraid of the truth, would not at once admit it: 
‘Anne and I sit alone and in seclusion as you fancy us, but we 
do not study; Anne cannot study now, she can scarcely read; 
she occupies Emily’s chair — she docs not get well. A week ago 
we sent For a Medical Man of skill and experience from Leeds 
to see her; he examined her with the stethoscope; his report I 
forbear to dwell on for the present; even skilful physicians have 
often been mistaken in their conjectures .... When we lost 
Emily I thought we had drained the very dregs of our cup of 
trial, but now when I hear Anne cough as Emily coughed, I 
tremble lest there should be exquisite bitterness yet to taste. 
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George Smith offered to send a famous doctor of his acquain- 
tance*^ to see Anne; but Mr. Bronte refused, partly through 
pride, and partly because lie felt fatalistic about the disease that 
had carried off so many of his children. “ Charlotte, however, 
unknown to her father, applied to this doctor for advice,^ but 
his answer was not reassuring.^ 

Charlotte seemed to suffer more for her dead sister than for 
the dying one; not necessarily because she loved Anne less, but 
because the advance of death v as made by Anne's resignati( >11 
and lack of struggle to seem k ^s terrible, less evident, than in 
Emily: ‘The feeling of Emily’s loss does not diminish as time 
wears on — it often makes itsc f most acutely recognized. It 
brings, too, an inexpressible sor ow with it, and then the future 
is dark .... I must confess tha: in the time which has elapsjd 
since Emily’s death there have -»een mc:>nients of solitary, deep, 
inert affliction far harder to bea than those which immediate ly 
followed our loss.’^ 

Her work on Shirley, which she forced herself to continue 
whenever possible, seemed futile and meaningless: ‘Worse than 
useless did it seem to attempt to write what there no longer 
lived an “Ellis Bell” to read; the whole book, with every hope 
founded on it, faded to vanity and vexation of spirit. 

Emily’s illness and her death-day had fixed themselves m 
Charlotte’s memory with horror that left little room for any 
other violent emotion. Again and again she spoke of those 
dreadful last moments ‘We saw Emily torn from the midst of 
us when our hearts clung to her with intense attachment and 
when — loving each other as we did — it seemed as if — might we 
but have been spared to each other — we could have found com- 
plete happiness in our mutual society and affection.’^® And 
again: ‘I cannot forget Emily’s death-day; it becomes a more 
fixed, a darker, a more frequently recurring idea in my mind 
than ever; it was very terrible .... But it iinll not do to dwell on 
these things.’^* 

But this preoccupation with the end and the loss of Emily 
was made possible only by the self-effacement of Anne, as 
marked in illness as in health: ‘There is some feeble consolation 
in thinking we are doing the very best that can be done,’ Char- 
lotte wrote. ‘The agony of forced, total neglect, is not now felt, 
as during Emily’s illness. Never may we be doomed to feel 
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such agony again. It was terrible.’^ Everything that reUeved 
the mind of Charlotte — though it could not help Anne — the 
younger sister suffered meekly and without complaint.^® 
Bhsters, cod-liver oil (‘it smells and tastes like train od',^’ said 
Charlotte), carbonate of iron, vegetable balsam, hydropathy — 
all the painful and futile curatives of the day — Anne endured 
with patience, with stoicism, and in silence, until persistent sick- 
ness and inability to cat showed the anxious Charlotte that yet 
another supposed remedy had failed, another avenue of escape 
from death was cut off.^® 

It seemed, however, that Anne’s patience bore its own re- 
ward; for the progress of the disease was both less painful and 
less marked than it had been with Emily: ‘Her illness has none 
of the fearful, rapid symptoms which appalled in Emily’s case,’ 
wrote Charlotte. ‘Her mind seems generally serene and her 
sufferings hitherto are nothing like Emily’s.’^® So Charlotte, if 
weighed down by the fear that Anne’s end was inevitable, had 
the edge taken off her grief by the willingness with which the 
patient bent to her command. Charlotte could lull her fore- 
bodings in a turmoil of preparation; she could be incessantly up 
and doing, not watching in agonized powcrlcssness.^® So 
quietly were her sister’s sufferings borne, so unobtrusive was 
Anne’s steady decline, that Charlotte was able to finish the 
second volume of Shirley and send the manuscript to her pub- 
lishers for their comments. 

Anne made only one request. She begged that she might be 
taken as early as possible to the sea; and that the place might 
be Scarborough. There she believed she might find health, if 
health were to be granted her.^^ Even in this matter she thought 
of others. She was ready to pay for the journey and lodgings,^® 
and, though longing for Charlotte’s company, she asked Ellen to 
go with her, so that Charlotte could stay with her father and be 
freed from anxiety on her account.®* Yet this one wish of Anne, 
simple though it appeared, met many obstacles — so many, in- 
deed, that it seemed doubtful whether the dying girl would ever 
be allowed to reach Scarborough before the advance of her 
disease rendered a journey impossible. Charlotte passed on her 
sister’s suggestion to Ellen; but she informed her friend privately 
that both she and Mr. Bronte objected to it because of the 
trouble to Ellen if Anne were suddenly to be taken worse away 
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from home. Ellen, who, like so many who knew Anne, loved 
her — the two would have been better fitted as friends than 
Ellen and Charlotte, if friendships were formed by reason — 
would not decline the proposal outright. She told Anne with 
truth how gladly she would accompany her; but hinted at the 
reluctance of friends to let her gc>.®® 

Anne, feeling with the passing of every day that time was 
being lost, and ever more sure th it the sea offered the one hope 
of recovery, displayed a pertina* ity she rarely exerted on her 
own behalf; yet even then, wit)' a larger purpose behind the 
wish: ‘I thank you greatly for yc ur kind letter, and your read ^ 
compliance with my proposal as far as the tinll can go at least ’ 
she replied. ‘I see, however, th it your friends are unwilling 
that you should undertake the r sponsibility of accompanying 
me under present circumstances. 3ut I do not think there would 
be any great responsibility in th i matter. I know, and every- 
body knows, that you would be is kind and helpful as any one 
could possibly be, and I hope I should not be very troublesome. 
It would be as a companion, not as a nurse, that I should wish 
for your company; otherwise I should not venture to ask it. 
As for your kind and often repeated invitations to Brookroyd, 
pray give my sincere thanks to your mother and sisters, but 
tell them I could not think of inflicting my presence upon them 
as I now am. It is very kind of them to make so light of the 
trouble, but there must be more or less, and certainly no 
pleasure, from the society of a silent invalid stranger. I hope, 
however, that Charlotte will by some means make it possible 
to accompany me after all. She is certainly very delicate, and 
greatly needs a change of air and scene to renovate her constitu- 
tion. And then your going with me before the end of May is 
apparently out of the question unless you are disappointed in 
your visitors; but I should be reluctant to wait till then if the 
weather would at all permit an earlier departure. You say May 
is a trying month, and so say others. The early part is often cold 
enough, I acknowledge, but according to my experience, we 
arc almost certain of some fine warm days in the latter half, 
when the laburnums and lilacs are in bloom; whereas June is 
often cold, and July generally wet. But I have a more serious 
reason than this for my impatience of delay. The doctors say 
that change of air or removal to a better climate would hardly 
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ever fail of success in consumptive cases, if the remedy be taken 
in time; but the reason why there are so many disappointments 
is that it is generally deferred till it is too late. Now T would 
not commit this error, and, to say the truth, though I suffer 
much less from pain and fever than I did when you were with 
us, I am decidedly weaker, and very much thinner. My cough 
still troubles me a good deal, especially in the night, and, what 
seems worse than all, I am subject to great shortness of breath 
on going upstairs or any slight exertion. Under these circum- 
stances, I think there is no time to be lost. I have no horror of 
death; if I thought it inevitable, I think I could quietly resign 
myself to the prospect, in the hope that you, dear Miss Nussey, 
would give as much of your company as you possibly could to 
Charlotte, and be a sister to her in my stead. But I wish it would 
please God to spare me, not only for papa’s and Charlotte’s 
sakes, but because I long to do some good in the world before I 
leave it. I have many schemes in my head for future practice, 
humble and limited indeed, but still I should not like them all to 
come to nothing, and myself to have lived to so little purpose. 
But God’s will be done.’^’ 

This letter was written in the first days of April 1849. Almost 
two months were to pass before Anne obtained her way, and 
it was then too late. If there had ever been hope of her recovery, 
it no longer existed when at last she was allowed to leave the 
parsonage. First of all, the doctor insisted upon waiting for the 
warmer weather before the journey was attempted. Then, when 
the warmer weather came, late in April, Charlotte was afraid 
of allowing her sister to travel on account of Anne’s now pitiable 
weakness, her exhaustion after taking a few steps. Not until 
the last weeks of May did she succeed in persuading Charlotte, 
Mr. Bronte and the doctor to let her go without further delay. 
Throughout these last weeks Charlotte was tortured by mis- 
givings. She could not bear to speak of the journey, so griev- 
ously did she doubt whether it would be wise to go, or even 
possible.^® Anne’s eagerness, her hope, her joy at the thought of 
Scarborough, were so many knives at the heart of her sister; 
as were her silent sorrow and surprise at the lack of response 
from Charlotte. ‘There must be some improvement before I 
can feel justified in taking her away from home,’ Charlotte 
told Ellen at the beginning of May. ‘Yet to delay is painful; 
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for, as is always the case, I believe, under the circumstances, 
she seems herself but half conscious of the necessity for such 
delay. She wonders, I believe, why I don’t talk more about 
the journey; it grieves me to think she may even be hurt by 
my seeming tardiness. She is very much emaciated, far more 
so than when you were with m; her arms are no thicker than 
a little child’s. The least exertion brings a shortness of breatli. 
She goes out a little every day, b it we creep rather than walk.’^° 

So the days dragged on. Ann had lost what was most de ir 
to her — ‘the sight of my sister A ine’s very still but deep sorro v 
wakens in me such fear for her tl at I dare not falter,’®^ Chariot ce 
had written after Emily’s dcatlv -but a strong religious sense if 
duty forbade any wish for an end to her life.®^ There was 
much to be done in the world. And so she looked forward 'O 
Scarborough, to returning heal h, and to a life of service and 
fulfilment if not of active happ ness.®^ 

Anne’s entreaties finally took effect. Rooms were taken at 
Scarborough,^^ and to her joy, both Ellen and Charlotte said 
they would come with her. The two sisters agreed to meet 
Ellen at Leeds on Wednesday, 23 May.®^ Although Charlotte 
was persuaded at last to hope for some miracle from the sea air, 
she could not set aside cruel misgivings as she looked at Anne: 
‘She is more emaciated than Emily was at the very last,’ she 
writes, ‘her breath scarcely serves her to mount the stairs how- 
ever slowly. She sleeps very little at night — and often passes 
most of the forenoon in a semi-lethargic state.’®® 

On the day appointed for the first stage of the journey, Ellen 
waited in vain for the sisters at Leeds. Anne was too ill to move.®’ 
The next day, she had recovered slightly, but she could no 
longer walk by herself — she had to be carried into the chaise 
and into the trains. But she insisted upon making the journey;®® 
in her, too, the indefatigable Bronte spirit burned brightly. 
Ellen hurried over to the parsonage in time to start the journey 
again;®* and it is she who completes the account of Anne’s last 
days. 

‘She left her home May 24, 1849 — died May 28. Her life was calm, 
quiet, spiritual; such was her end. Through the trials and fatigues of 
the journey she evinced the pious courage and fortitude of a martyr. 
Dependence and helplessness were ever with her a far sorer trial than 
hard, racking pain. 
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‘The first stage of our journey was to York; and here the dear in- 
valid was so revived, so cheerful, and so happy, we drew consolation, 
and trusted that at least temporary improvement was to be derived 
from the change which she had so longed for, and her friend:> had so 
dreaded for her. 

‘By her request wc went to the Minster, and to her it was an over- 
powering pleasure; not for its own imposing and impressive grandeur 
only, but because it brought to her susceptible nature a vital and over- 
whelming sense of omnipotence. She said, while gazing at the struc- 
ture, “If finite power can do this, what is the . . . ?*' and here emotion 
stayed her speech, and she was hastened to a less exciting scene. 

‘ Her weakness of body was great, but her gratitude for every mercy 
was greater. After such an exertion as walking to her bedroom she 
would clasp her hands and raise her eyes in silent thanks, and she did 
this not to the exclusion of wonted prayer, for that too was performed 
on bended knee, ere she accepted the rest of her couch. 

‘On the 25th wc arrived at Scarborough; our dear invalid having, 
during the journey, directed our attention to every prospect worthy 
of notice. 

‘On the 26th we drove on the sands for an hour; and lest the poor 
donkey should be urged by its driver to a greater speed than her tender 
heart thought right, she took the reins and drove herself. When joined 
by her friend she was charging the boy-master of the donkey to treat 
the poor animal well. She was ever fond of dumb things, and would 
give up her own comfort for them. 

‘On Sunday, the 27th, she wished to go to church, and her eye 
brightened with the thought of once more worshipping her God 
among her fellow creatures. Wc thought it prudent to dissuade her 
from the attempt, though it was evident her heart was longing to join 
in the public act of devotion and praise. 

‘ She walked a little in the afternoon, and meeting with a sheltered 
and comfortable seat near the beach, she begged we would leave her 
and enjoy the various scenes near at hand, which were new to us but 
familiar to her. She loved the place, and wished us to share her prefer- 
ence. 

‘The evening closed in with the most glorious sunset I ever witnessed. 
The castle on the cliff stood in proud glory, gilded by the rays of the 
declining sun. The distant ships glittered like burnished gold; the httle 
boats near the beach heaved on the ebbing tide, inviting occupants. 
The view was grand beyond description. Anne was drawn in her easy 
chair to the window, to enjoy the scene with us. Her face became 
illuminated almost as much as the glorious scene she gazed upon. 
Little was said, for it was plain that her thoughts were driven by the 
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imposing view before her to penetrate forwards to the regions of un- 
fading glory. She again thought of public worship, and wished us to 
leave her, and join those who were assembled at the house of God. 
We declined, gently urging the duty and pleasure of staying with her, 
who was now so dear and so feeble. On returning to her place by the 
fire she conversed with her sister upon the propriety of returning to 
their home. She did not wish it for her own sake, she said; she was 
fearing others might suffer more i *'her decease occurred where she 
was. She probably thought the tisk of accompanying her lifeless 
remains on a long journey was mor : than her sister could bear — mo^'e 
than the bereaved father could bear, were she borne home another and 
a third tenant of the family vault hi the short space of nine montlfs. 

‘The night passed without any apoarent accession of illness. She rose 
at seven o’clock, and performed Most of her toilet herself, by her 
expressed wish. Her sister always yielded such points, believing it 
was the truest kindness not to press nability when it was not acknow- 
ledged. Nothing occurred to excite alarm till about ii a.m. She then 
spoke of feeling a change. “She believed she had not long to live. 
Could she reach home aHve, if we prepared immediately for departure?” 
A physician was sent for. Her address to him was made with perfect 
composure. She begged him to say “how long he thought she might 
live — not to fear speaking the truth, for she was not afraid to die.” 
The doctor reluctantly admitted that the angel of death was already 
arrived, and that life was ebbing fast. She thanked him for his truthful- 
ness, and he departed to come again very soon. She still occupied her 
easy chair, looking so serene, so reliant; there was no pining for grief 
as yet, though all knew the separation was at hand. She clasped her 
hands, and reverently invoked a blessing from on high: first upon her 
sister, then upon her friend, to whom she said, “Be a sister in my 
stead. Give Charlotte as much of your company as you can.” She 
then thanked each for her kindness and attention. 

‘Ere long the restlessness of approaching death appeared, and she 
was borne to the sofa. On being asked if she were easier she looked 
gratefully at her questioner, and said “It is not you who can give me 
ease, but soon all will be well through the merits of our Redeemer.” 
Shortly after this, seeing that her sister could hardly restrain her grief, 
she said, “Take courage, Charlotte, take courage.” Her faith never 
failed, and her eye never dimmed till about two o’clock, when she 
calmly, and without a sigh, passed from the temporal to the eternal. 
So still and so hallowed were her last hours and moments. There was 
no thought of assistance or of dread. The doctor came and went two 
or three times. The hostess knew that death was near, yet so little 
was the house disturbed by the presence of the dying, and the sorrow 
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of those so nearly bereaved, that dinner ^vas announced as ready, 
through the half-opened door, as the hving sister was closing the eyes 
of the dead one. She could now no more stay the welled-up grief of 
her sister with her emphatic and dymg “Take courage”, and it burst 
forth in brief but agonizing strength. Charlotte’s affection, however, 
had another channel, and there it turned in thought, in care, and in 
tenderness. There was bereavement, but there was not solitude; 
sympathy was at hand, and it was accepted.’^® 

So died Anne Bronte, as she had lived — self-effacing, reserved, 
her thought all for others. But there was one change. At last, 
towards the end, the calm front she showed to her world 
ceased to be a facade hiding her dread that salvation was not 
for her. Alone of all the Brontes, Anne died finally without a 
struggle and without regret. To the end she was the comforter, 
not the comforted.^^ 

Of this quiet, patient, melancholy figure, little record has 
remained. ‘Anne’s character was milder and more subdued,’ 
said Charlotte, comparing her two sisters; ‘she wanted the power, 
the fire, the originality of her sister, but was well endowed with 
quiet virtues of her own. Long-suffering, self-denying, reflective, 
and intelligent, a constitutional reserve and taciturnity placed 
and kept her in the shade, and covered her mind, and especially her 
feelings, with a sort of nun-like veil, which was rarely lifted.’^ ^ 

Charlotte described correctly. The picture that emerges from 
her youngest sister’s words, from her novels and her poems, is 
not a colourful one. Yet though she naturally disliked putting 
herself forward, Anne was in any case most unfavourably 
placed for expression of her own individuality. Flanked to 
right and left by genius, she has too often been judged a non- 
entity. If her sisters’ fame has cast a little of its brilliance on her, 
it has equally overshadowed her own dimmer light. She was 
beloved by all. From her, in spite of shyness, could be expected 
always the welcoming smile and word that might be denied by 
her sisters. She was truly charitable, and even on such a man as 
George Smith, seeing her for a few hours, she left an impression 
of her own mild radiance: ‘She is a gentle, quiet, rather subdued 
person, by no means pretty, yet of a pleasing appearance. Her 
manner was curiously expressive of a wish for protection and 
encouragement, a kind of constant appeal which invited 
sympathy.’*® 
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Anne endured much and said little. Her thoughts and her 
wishes were simple and, like her troubles, were kept to herself. 
Like all the Annes of this world, she passed through life, as she 
wished, unnoticed. Yet without her the world would have 
appeared to her sisters and brother an even less satisfactory 
place; and the life of genius would have proved even harder 
than genius itself makes it. 

Like Emily, Anne wrote 1 er own epitaph. This, her last 
complete poem, was written alter the doctor’s verdict had been 
passed on to her by her father 

A dreadful darh'css closes in 
On my bewilder d mind; 

0 let me suffer otid not sin, 

Be tortured yet r 'sij^ned. 

Through all thi.^ world of blinding mist 
Still let me look to Thee 
And give me courage to resist 
The Tempter till he flee. 

Weary I am, O give me strength 
And leave me not to faint; 

Say Thou wilt comfort me at length 
And pity my complaint. 

Tve begged to serve Thee heart and soul, 

To sacrifice to Thee 

No niggard portion, but the whole 

Of my identity. 

1 hoped amid the brave and strong 
My portioned task might lie, 

To toil amid the labouring throng 
With purpose pure and high. 

But thou hast fixed another part. 

And Thou hast fixed it well; 

I said so with my bleeding heart 
When first the anguish fell. 

For Thou hast taken my delight 
And hope of life away 
And bid me watch the painful night 
And wait the weary day. 
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craved. Her marriage, when it came, came soberly and without 
illusion. 

After Anne’s death, Charlotte stayed with Mr. Bronte in the 
parsonage, now bare in every sense, and there she was to die. 
Her father could not be left alone: so Charlotte said; but that 
was not the only reason why she remained at Haworth. The 
little she saw of the world she had coveted for so long con- 
vinced her that she was unfitted to take part in it. This longed- 
for expansion of her life had come too late. She was thirty-three, 
over-serious and excessively self-conscious; above all, the tragic 
history of her family, which she could never forget, gave her a 
peculiar sense of isolation, and prevented her from mixing freely 
with other people. She was to have moments of excitement, of 
hope, even of happiness, but by far the greater part of the few 
years left to her was one long struggle against despair. For this, 
she, like all the Brontes, knew only one remedy. After the death 
of Emily, she set herself to continue the second volume of Shirley, 
She wrote, doggedly, unhappily, whenever occasion offered, 
during Anne’s illness. She took the manuscript to Scarborough, 
hoping to make use of it if her sister should recover and con- 
valesce there. When that hope failed, she still wrote on, first at 
Filey, then at the farm at Easton, where she stayed with Ellen 
at her father’s suggestion after Anne’s burial at Scarborough.^ 

But the solitary return home could not be put aside for 
long: ‘I got home a little before eight o’clock,’ Charlotte 
told Ellen in the third week of June. ‘All was clean and bright 
waiting for me — Papa and the servants were well — and all 
received me with an affection which should have consoled. 
The dogs seemed in strange ecstasy. I am certain they regarded 
me as the harbinger of others — the dumb creatures thought 
that, as I was returned, those who had been so long absent 
were not far behind. I left Papa soon and went into the dining- 
room. I shut the door. I tried to be. glad that I was come home. 
I have always been glad before — except once — even then I 
was cheered, but this time joy was not to be the sensation. I felt 
that the house was all silent — the rooms were all empty. I 
remembered where the three were laid — ^in what narrow dark 
dwellings — never were they to reappear on earth. So the sense 
of desolation and bitterness took possession of me — the agony 
that was to be undergone — that was not to be avoided came on ... . 
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The great trial is when evening closes and night approaches. 
At that hour we used to assemble in the dining-room — we used 
to talk. Now I sit by myself — ^necessarily I am silent. I cannot 
help thinking of their last days — remembering their sufferings, 
and what they said and did, and how they looked . . . .’® 

Charlotte again referred to her sisters’ dogs when she wrote to 
Williams soon afterwards: ‘. . . Emily’s large house-dog which 
lay at the side of her dying-bed, and followed her funeral to 
the vault, lying in the pew crouched at our feet while the burial 
service was being read — and Anne’s little spaniel. The ecst^^sy 
of these poor animals when I c ime in was something singulir. 
At former returns from brief absence they always welcomed me 
warmly, but not in that strange, heart-touching way. I i-m 
certain they thought that, as I v as returned, my sisters were not 
far behind — but here my sistc s will come no more. Keeper 
may visit Emily’s little bedroo n as he still does day by day — 
and Flossy may look wistfully round for Anne — they will never 
see them again, nor shall I — at least the human part of me. I 
must not write so sadly — but how can I help thinking and feel- 
ing sadly? In the daytime, effort and occupation aid me — but 
when evening darkens something within my heart revolts 
against the burden of my solitude, the sense of loss and want 
grows almost too much for me. I am not good or amiable in 
such moments, I am rebellious, and it is only the thought of my 
dear Father in the next room, or of the kind servants m the 
kitchen, or some caress of the poor dogs which restores me to 
softer sentiments and more rational views. As to the night, could 
I do without bed I would never seek it. Waking I think, sleeping 
I dream of them, and I cannot recall them as they were in health 
— still they appear to me in sickness and suffering. Still, my 
nights were worse after the first shock of Bran well’s death. 
They were terrible then — and the impressions experienced on 
waking were at that time such as we do not put into language. 
Worse seemed at hand than was yet endured — in truth worse 
awaited us. All this bitterness must be tasted — perhaps the palate 
will grow used to the draught in time and find its flavour less 
acrid. This pain must be undergone. Its poignancy, I trust, 
will be blunted one day.’^ 

So she tried to set aside desolating lonehness, to fight the 
memories that rushed into her mind, to forget the silence of 
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the parsonage, the dreariness of the future, to overcome her 
occasional rebellion against stagnation and obscurity; and a 
stern concentration on Shirley was the instrument she used: 
‘Labour must be the cure,’ she told Williams, ‘not sympathy. 
Labour is the only radical cure for rooted sorrow/^ But the 
cure was not made without pain: ‘Sometimes when I wake in 
the morning and know that solitude, remembrance and longing 
are to be almost my sole companions all day through, that at 
night I shall go to bed with them, that they will long keep me 
sleepless, that next morning I shall wake to them again — I have 
a heavy heart of it. But crushed I am not — yet: nor robbed of 
elasticity, nor of hope, nor quite of endeavour. Still I have some 
strength to fight the battle of life. I am aware and can acknow- 
ledge I have many comforts, many mercies — still I can get on. 
But I do hope and pray that never may you or any one I love be 
placed as I am. To sit in a lonely room — the clock ticking loud 
through a still house — and to have open before the mind’s eye 
the record of the last year with its shocks, sufferings, losses, is a 
trial.’® 

Williams suggested a companion, but Charlotte would have 
none of it: ‘To take a church and stony churchyard for her 
prospect, the dead silence of a village parsonage — in which the 
tick of the clock is heard all day long — for her atmosphere, and 
a grave, silent spinster for her companion? I should not like to 
see youth thus immured.’’ 

‘My work is my best companion,’ she again assured both him 
and herself. ‘For society, long seclusion has in a great measure 
unfitted me. I doubt whether I should enjoy it if I might have 
it. Sometimes I think I should, and I thirst for it, but at other 
times I doubt my capability of pleasing or deriving pleasure. 
The prisoner in solitary confinement — the toad in the block of 
marble — all in time shape themselves to their lot.’® 

Her work and her own dour courage carried Charlotte 
through the first months of loneliness. When, at the end of 
August, the book was finished at last, she said as much to 
Wilhams: ‘Whatever now becomes of the work, the occupation 
of writing it has been a boon to me. It took me out of dark and 
desolate reality into an unreal but happier region.’* 

The publishers questioned the wisdom of allowing the first 
chapter of Shirley — the merciless satire on the local curates — to 
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remain unaltered. But Charlotte stood firm. She would not 
alter what she had written.^® This bitter opening to the book 
met with further criticism when Shirley was published late in 
1849, though on the whole the reception of the book was favour- 
able. It sold well. But there was no tendency among critics or 
hterary circles to make it the sensation that Jane Eyre had been. 

Reviewers and public alike were right. Shirley lacks unity, • 
and betrays the conditions und< r which so much of it was 
written. Its two heroines and two heroes confuse the sympathies 
of the reader, and the narrative fl( w is fatally interrupted by th<^. 
introduction, halfway through th>‘ book, of Shirley herself. The 
treatment of the women’s emotk us is more akin to the conven > 
tions laid down by the Victoriai novelists, and in that respect 
the book is inferior to Jaiie Eyn The men are even less con -1 
vincing than those in the earlier l ook. And Shirley — the Emily' 
that might have been — though chiarming and superficially un- 
conventional, shows obvious signs of Charlotte’s valiant but too 
conscious attempt to do honour to her sister. Charlotte said that 
Shirley was Emily as she would have been had her life been set in 
happier circumstances — but this was wishful thinking. Charlotte 
here, as always, credited Emily with feelings like her own; and 
so in Shirley she draws a girl much like herself emotionally, 
with some of Emily’s more obvious characteristics superim- 
posed. This pathetic effort to immortalize an Emily that never 
existed was among the last of Charlotte’s misreadings of her 
sister. But these misreadings were inevitable — for Charlotte, 
feminine to her finger-tips, could never understand Emily’s im- 
personal and unfeminine view of life, and the way she reserved 
all her deepest feelings for the spiritual and imaginative world. 

The first part of Shirley, however, contains work almost as 
good as anything Charlotte was to write. Her treatment of the 
growth of Caroline’s love for Robert Moore is beautifully done. 
The whole course of the girl’s feeling, as well as the character of 
Caroline, are truly conceived and finely executed. Here Char- 
lotte showed, what was not plain in Jane Eyre, her ability to 
create convincing emotion in an ordinary 'person, gentle, sweet,! 
and blameless — a romanticized synthesis of Ellen Nussey and! 
Anne. The background is conscientiously sketched in, too much! 
so, and shows the Umitation of Charlotte’s imagination. She 
often fails when she attempts to describe something that she has 
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neither seen nor experienced. What she could do when drawing 
Ion her actual knowledge of people is shown in her treatment 
of the Yorke family — in which Mr. Taylor, Mary Taylor, and 
^artha Taylor are brought to racy, undeniable life. 

Earlier in the year Charlotte had acquired another correspond- 
ent from Smith Elder — a James Taylor, who, with her permis- 
sion, had been told of her identity. Taylor had joined with 
Williams in criticism — without avail — both of the opening 
chapters of Shirley and of the unreality of her heroes. Now, he 
called at Haworth to collect the manuscript of the final volume.^ ^ 
He spent the day at the parsonage and was very much taken 
with Charlotte, but she was not so certain about him: ‘Mr. 
Taylor — the little man — has again showed his parts; of him I 
have not yet come to a clear decision; abilities he has, for he 
rules the firm, he keeps 40 young men under strict control of 
his iron will. His young superior likes him, which, to speak 
truth, is more than I do at present; in fact, I suspect he is of the 
Helstone order of men — rigid, despotic, and self-willed. He 
tries to be very kind, and even to express sympathy sometimes, 
but he does not manage it. He has a determined, dreadful nose 
in the middle of his face, which, when poked into my counten- 
ance, cuts into my soul like iron. Still, he is horribly intelligent, 
quick, searching, sagacious, and with a memory of relentless 
tenacity. To turn to Williams after him, or to Smith himself, is 
to turn from granite to easy down or warm fur.'^^ 

After his visit to Haworth, Taylor began writing to Charlotte. 
She replied; but the correspondence which followed was, on 
Charlotte’s part, one of cautious dignity. 

In November she paid a visit to London — urged by her 
publishers and by her own restlessness. There was some talk 
of the Wheelwrights — her Brussels acquaintances — putting her 
up in their London house; but George Smith protested so 
strongly in favour of his right to the honour that Charlotte 
finally spent most of her time as his mother’s guest. 

In this house occurred the most momentous event of her 
visit — the first meeting with Thackeray.^* But neither this nor 
her further meeting with him a few days later afforded Charlotte 
much satisfaction. She found herself tongue-tied before her 
‘Titan’, and she by no means appreciated Thackeray’s sense of 
humour.^* 
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Before introducing the two authors, Smith had impressed 
upon Thackeray Charlotte’s earnest desire to preserve her in- 
cognita. But Thackeray could not resist the opportunity, when 
smoking his after-dinner cigar, to make a pointed allusion to 
the scent of Rochester’s cigar — quoting a well known and much 
criticized passage from Jane Eyie. When Charlotte saw, by the 
smiles of other guests, that th ^ allusion was understood, she 
was furious, and she showed it.^ Thackeray, however, remained 
unperturbed and impenitent. \ few days later, entertaining 
Charlotte at his own house, he i epeated his offence. On the w ay 
down to dinner he addressed b r as Currer Bell. She tossed her 
head and said ‘she believed th( re were books being published 
by a person named Currer Bell . . but the person he was talking 
to was Miss Bronte — and she ‘aw no connection between the 
two.’^^ 

Charlotte was, in fact, as inci-pable of entering into the spirit 
of such a joke as she was of passing off an allusion with tact; but 
Thackeray was unimaginative not to see that her life had been 
too serious, repressed, and circumscribed (and recently, much 
too sad) to permit her to dabble in pleasantries. She had no help 
from him, nor, it seems, from many of the other celebrities she 
met; and in consequence, she made heavy weather of the con- 
versation that floated back and forth in the Smith and Thackeray 
drawing-rooms. Her directness was a disadvantage in such 
company; and even her careful eloquence of letter and novel 
forsook her in an atmosphere where the brilliant saying counted 
so much more than the thing said. She despised the literary chit- 
chat, and usually felt as out of place as she looked. And the 
nervous excitement caused by this unaccustomed whirl of 
events made her still less able to deal with the social round; in 
addition to her usual indigestion, she suffered from sickness and 
violent headaches. 

‘I can still sec the scene quite plainly,’ wrote Thackeray’s 
daughter, ‘the hot summer evening, the open windows, the 
carriage driving to the door as we all sat silent and expectant; 
my father, who rarely waited, waiting with us; our governess 
and my sister and I all in a row, and prepared for the great 
event. We saw the carriage stop, and out of it sprang the active, 
well-knit figure of Mr. George Smith, who was bringing Miss 
Bronte to see our father. My father, who had been walking up 
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and down the room, goes out into the hall to meet his guests, 
and then, after a moment’s delay, the door opens wide, arid the 
two gentlemen come in, leading a tiny, delicate, serious, little 
lady, pale, with fair straight hair, and steady eyes. She may be a 
httle over thirty; she is dressed in a little bargee dress, with a 
pattern of faint green moss. She enters in mittens, in silence, in 
seriousness; our hearts are beating with wild excitement. This, 
then, is the authoress, the unknown power whose books have 
set all London talking, reading, speculating; some people even 
say our father wrote the books — ^the wonderful books. To say 
that we little girls had been given Jane Eyre to read scarcely 
represents the facts of the case; to say that we had taken it with- 
out leave, read bits here and read bits there, been carried away 
by an undreamed-of and hitherto unimagined whirlwind into 
things, times, places, all utterly absorbing, and at the same time 
absolutely unintelligible to us, would more accurately describe 
our state of mind on that summer’s evening as we looked at 
Jane Eyre — the great Jane Eyre — the tiny little lady. The 
moment is so breathless that dinner comes as a relief to the 
solemnity of the occasion, and wc all smile as my father stoops 
to offer his arm; for, though genius she may be. Miss Bronte 
can barely reach his elbow. My own personal impressions are 
that she is somewhat grave and stern, especially to forward little 
girls who wish to chatter, Mr. George Smith has since told me 
how she afterwards remarked upon my father’s wonderful for- 
bearance and gentleness with our uncalled-for incursions into 
the conversation. She sat gazing at him with kindling eyes of 
interest, lighting up with a sort of illumination every now and 
then as she answered him. I can see her bending forward over 
the table, not eating, but listening to what he said as he carved 
the dish before him. I think it must have been on this very 
occasion that my father invited some of his friends in the evening 
to meet Miss Bronte — for everybody was interested and anxious 
to see her. Mrs. Brookfield, Mrs. Carlyle, Mr. Carlyle himself 
was present, so I am told, railing at the appearance of cockneys 
upon Scotch mountain sides; there were also too many Ameri- 
cans for his taste, ‘‘but the Americans were as gods compared 
to the cockneys,” says the philosopher. Besides the Carlyles 
there were Mrs. Elliott and Miss Perry, Mrs. Proctor and her 
daughter, most of my father’s habitual friends and com- 
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panions .... It was a gloomy and a silent evening. Every 
waited for the brilliant conversation which never began at all. 
Miss Bronte retired to the sofa in the study and murmured a low 
word now and then to our kind governess, Miss Truclock. The 
room looked very dark, the lamp began to smoke a little, the 
conversation grew dimmer and more dim, the ladies sat around 
still expectant, my father was too much perturbed by the gloom 
and the silence to be able to copo with it at all. Mrs. Brookfield, 
who was in the doorway by the study, near the corner in whi h 
Miss Bronte was sitting, leant orward with a little common- 
place, since brilliance was not o be the order of the evening. 
‘‘Do you like London, Miss Br mte?” she said; another silem e, 
a pause, then Miss Bronte answei s,“YesandNo”, very gravely. 

Another visit paid by Charlotte at this time passed off more 
successfully. A month earher si e had sent a copy of Shirley to 
Harriet Martineau: ‘For her cha acter — as revealed in her works 
— I have a lively admiration — a deep esteem,’ she told Wilhams. 
Now, hearing that Harriet Martineau was in London, Charlotte 
asked if she might call.®® 

‘I thought her the smallest creature I had ever seen (except at 
a fair),’ wrote Harriet Martineau, ‘and her eyes blazed, as it 
seemed to me. She glanced quickly round; and my trumpet 
pointing me out, she held out her hand frankly and pleasantly. 
I introduced her, of course, to the family; and then came a 
moment which I had not anticipated. When she was seated by 
me upon the sofa, she cast up at me such a look — so loving, so 
appealing — that, in connection with her deep mourning dress, 
and the knowledge that she was the sole survivor of her family, 
I could with the utmost difficulty return her smile, or keep my 
composure. I should have been heartily glad to cry. We soon 
got on very well; and she appeared more at her ease that evening 
than I ever saw her afterwards, except when wc were alone .... 
She was glad of the opportunity to consult me about certain 
strictures of the reviewers which she did not understand, and 
had every desire to profit by. I did not approve the spirit of 
these strictures, but I thought them not entirely groundless. She 
besought me then, and repeatedly afterwards, to tell her, at 
whatever cost of pain to herself, if I saw her afford any justifica- 
tion of them.’®^ 

Mrs. Gaskell, who had written a complimentary note to 
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Charlotte after reading Shirley, but who had not met her, also 
recorded what she had heard of this meeting: \ . as the clock 

struck, in walked a very little, bright-haired sprite, looking not 
above 15, very unsophisticated, neat and tidy; she sat down and 
had tea with them, her name being still unknown; she said to 
H.M. ‘‘What did you really think of Jane Eyre"?'' H.M. “I 
thought it a first-rate book,” whereupon the little sprite went 
red all over with pleasure. After tea, . . . withdrew and left Sprite 
to a 2 hours tete-a-tete with H.M. to whom she revealed her 
name and the history of her life . . . particulars which H.M. 
is not at liberty to divulge any more than her name, which she 
keeps a profound secret; but Thackeray does 

Charlotte’s connexion with Currer Bell was now to become 
an open secret, however. In London, Thackeray spread the 
news. In Yorkshire, the people and places of Shirley — so much 
more obviously the product of a local author than Jane Eyre — 
directed the attention of the curious to the mysterious and bulky 
correspondence exchanged between London and the parsonage. 
So that when Ellen, now in the secret, came to spend the Christ- 
mas of 1849 with her friend at Haworth, she told her that many 
people were asking about the book and its author, and some 
were angry at Charlotte’s unsparing use of them as characters. 
Charlotte was not disturbed: ‘All you tell me about the notoriety 
of Shirley in Dewsbury &c. is almost as good as an emetic to 
me — I should really “go off at side” if I thought too much about 
it.’^^ 

Indeed, Charlotte felt positively disappointed at the mild 
reception given to the book by the curates. Nicholls, who 
played a minor part in Shirley, gave the author a foretaste of the 
hollow victory to come: ‘Mr. Nicholls, having finished Jane 
Eyre, is now crying out for the “other book” — he is to have it 
next week — much good may it do him.’^® Eight days later, 
Charlotte was reporting in some perplexity: ‘Mr. Nicholls has 
finished reading Shirley, he is delighted with it. John Brown’s 
wife seriously thought he had gone wrong in the head as she 
heard him giving vent to roars of laughter as he sat alone, clap- 
ping his hands and stamping on the floor. He would read all the 
scenes about the curates aloud to papa, he triumphed in his own 
character.’*® This was surprising enough, but the true victims 
remained: ‘Some of the clerg)^ will not like Shirley: I confess the 
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work has one prevailing fault — that of too tenderly and partially 
veiling the errors of “the Curates”. Had Currer Bell written all 
he has seen and knows concerning these worthies, a singular 
work would have been the result.’®’ And again: ‘What Mr. , 
Grant will say is another thing.’®® 

But, alas, Mr. Grant showed a good humour that proved 
most disconcerting: ‘I quite expected to have had one good 
scene at least with him,’ said Ch irlotte, ‘but as yet nothing ol 
the sort has occurred.’®* So she was obliged to content her- 
self with a more general statemer c. ‘Certain of the Clergy have 
thovight proper to be bitter aga ast the work — some of then 
good men in their way — but men n whom the animal obviousb 
predominates over the intellecti al — I smile inwardly when 
hear of their disapprobation.’®® 

But this was a rare excitement in a painfully unvaried exist- 
ence. Her yearly journey to Lone on, an occasional exchange of 
visits with Ellen, the growing fri<mdship with Mrs. Gaskell and 
Harriet Martincau — these were the high-lights of the years to 
come. 

At present, her chief interest, apart from the books still sent 
to her by Smith and Williams, was long-drawn-out discussions 
of the matrimonial chances, fortunes, and misfortunes of Ellen’s 
friends. For the rest, there was day after dull day of loneliness, 
grief, and ill-health.®^ It is pathetic to see how Charlotte re- 
proaches herself for coming to depend more and more on the 
letters from her publishers. She despised herself for this weak- 
ness, but it persisted; this one link with the world of culture 
and fame had made itself a necessity.®® For although she could 
write letters, she could make no headway with another book, 
despite constant encouragem^t from London — the words, the 
thoughts would not come^ 


One of Charlotte’s most pleasant friendships of these years 
was with Mrs. Gaskell, whom she met through a fellow York- 
shireman. This man — Sir James Kay-Shuttleworth — considered 
it his duty to foster local genius. His attempts to lionize Char- 
lotte were unwelcome; and if Mr. Bronte had not displayed a 
childish eagerness for his daughter to be made much of by the 
titled and the famous, Shuttleworth would probably have been 
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given short shrift. As it was, Charlotte submitted to his patron- 
age with an ill grace. But Shuttleworth was a persistent man; he 
and his wife invaded the parsonage early in 1850, and would not 
leave until Charlotte had said when she would return the visit.*® 
Her visit to Gawthorpe Hall passed off somewhat better than 
she had feared.*^ But Shuttleworth, it appeared, was saving 
his protegee for London. He begged Charlotte not to allow 
anyone else to introduce her into the ‘Oceanic life’ of the 
capital.** Charlotte was dismayed. Although she looked forward 
eagerly to her yearly London visit — the most she would permit 
herself — she detested the late nights, the parties, the dinners, the 
host of new faces, the constant threat of being lionized. The 
very thought of this upset her even before she set foot in the 
London train. Yet this was precisely what Shuttleworth as 
host seemed anxious to loose on her.** 

At the last moment, illness — for a wonder, not hers — forced 
Charlotte to postpone her departure until the Shuttlcworths had 
left town.*^ Then, at the end of May, she arrived at the Smith 
house once more for what was to be her most pleasant visit. 
The fortnight she had allowed herself slipped quickly into a stay 
of twice that time. She sat to Richmond for a portrait in 
crayons. Thackeray called on her; and she, by that time more 
used to London life, and so more herself, felt ‘moved to speak 
of his shortcomings’ — an interview that Smith, the only other 
person present, described inadequately as ‘a queer scene’.*® 
Charlotte now met G. H. Lewes for the first time.*® There had 
been a painful break in their correspondence. Lewes’s review of 
Shirley, in which he emphasized the sex of the author as part 
explanation of the failings of the book,^® hit Charlotte in her 
tendercst spot. ‘I can be on my guard against my enemies, but 
God deliver me from my friends!’ she exclaimed with Angrian 
hauteur the moment she had read the review.^ ^ There had been 
explanations^* and a reconciliation of sorts,^* but the friendship, 
such as it was, could not be revived — Charlotte found it hard at 
any time to forgive criticism, even when she sought it.** Yet 
when she met Lewes, she could not dislike him: T could not feel 
otherwise to him than half sadly, half tenderly —a queer word 
the last — ^but 1 use it because the aspect of Lewes’s face almost 
moves me to tears, it is so wonderfully like Emily- dier eyes, her 
features, the very nose, the somewhat prominent mouth, the 
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forehead, even at moments, the expression.’^* Lewes, a poor 
judge of character, was unable to get the measure of his small, 
unimpressive visitor: ‘A Httle, plain, provincial, sickly-looking 
old maid,’ was his view of her.*® 

At the Smiths’ home Charlotte was happier than she had been 
since the death of her sisters. She was treated kindly and without 
fuss, hke a member of the family and this made her more natur- 
al — so much so that George Smith had to revise his first 
opinion of her. After his first niccting with Charlotte he had 
written: ‘She was very small, and had a quaint old-fashioned 
look. Her face seemed too large or her body. She had fine eyes, 
but her face was marred by the 'ihape of the mouth and by t])e 
complexion. There was but lit le feminine charm about her; 
and of this fact she herself was uneasily and perpetually con- 
scious. It may seem strange th. t the possession of genius did 
not lift her above the weakness of an excessive anxiety about 
her personal appearance. But 1 believe that she would have 
given all her genius and her fame to have been beautiful. Per- 
haps few women ever existed more anxious to be pretty than 
she, or more angrily conscious of the circumstance that she was 
not pretty.’*’ This was true enough as far as it went; Charlotte 
desired beauty and charm, at times with intense longing; but 
she would not have given up one iota of her moral and emo- 
tional integrity in exchange for good looks — especially when she 
saw them, as so often, linked with stupidity, vanity and self- 
indulgence. But whatever Smith thought of Charlotte when 
they first met, he began, during the present London visit, to see 
a great deal more in her; even her ‘Httle feminine charm’ and 
the difference in their ages (she was a good half-dozen years 
older) did not prevent liis increasing interest. And although his 
mother was not altogether pleased with the way things were 
going, the ‘sensible’ Charlotte began to show signs of having 
her head slightly turned.*® 

A visit to Ellen, paid immediately after Charlotte left London 
towards the end of June, was broken for a brief stay in Edin- 
burgh at the invitation of Smith, who had gone there to fetch 
home his young brother.*® This excursion was to have been 
extended to a short tour of the Highlands, but Charlotte could 
not finally make the journey. They were both greatly disap- 
pointed, but the two days in Edinburgh and the visit to Abbots- 
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ford and Melrose gave Charlotte some of her most pleasant 
memories.®® She often spoke of this Scottish visit, and from 
that time her letters to Smith became not only more frequent 
but occasionally positively playful. Struggling against faint 
thoughts of how this agreeable comradeship might develop, 
Charlotte tried hard to think of her publisher as a younger 
brother. 

In addition to the parcels of books sent by Smith Elder, 
Charlotte now received from Smith a portrait of Wellington, 
still her hero. To Mr. Bronte, Smith sent at the same time Rich- 
mond’s completed portrait of Charlotte, giving great pleasure. 
Both portraits were hung up ‘in the best light and most favour- 
able position’.®^ 

Meanwhile, Charlotte’s most serious suitor, Taylor, was 
keeping his cause in mind by regular dispatch of the Athenaeum 
to Haworth.®® But Charlotte, aware of his intentions, was 
cautious: ‘I cannot consider myself placed under any personal 
obhgation by accepting this newspaper,’ she informs the highly 
interested Ellen, ‘for it belongs to the establishment of Smith & 
Elder. Taylor, however, did himself no harm by the thought, 
if he did himself little good; for Charlotte continued: ‘This little 
Taylor is deficient neither in spirit nor sense.’®® 

This year, 1850, was particularly eventful for Charlotte. The 
persevering Shuttle worth had still to be satisfied; fully recovered 
from his illness, he now clamoured for Charlotte’s company at 
a house he had taken at Windermere, and with much reluctance 
she went to the Lakes in August for a week.®® A great many of 
her gloomy forebodings were to be realized during the week 
— ‘He [Shuttleworth] very kindly showed me the scenery — as 
it can be seen from a carriage — and I discerned that the “Lake 
Country” is a glorious region — but I only half enjoyed it — be- 
cause I was only half at my ease,’ she told Miss Wooler later.®’ 
‘Decidedly, I find it does not agree with me to prosecute the 
search of the picturesque in a carriage.’®® And her final judge- 
ment of her host was: ‘I scarcely desire a continuation of the 
interest he professes in me — were he to forget me, I could hot 
feel regret.’®® 

For one meeting at Windermere, however, Charlotte had 
cause for gratitude. The day after she arrived, Mrs. Gaskell came 
to stay: and the correspondence that began between them from 
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this time strengthened into a friendship which, whatever its 
limitations, provided Charlotte with much needed kindness, and 
future generations with a popular biography. Mrs. Gaskell told 
a friend about Charlotte as she first saw her: ‘She is (as she calls 
herself) undeveloped, thin and more than half a head shorter 
than I, soft brown hair, not so dark as mine; eyes (very good 
and expressive, looking straight iiid open at you) of the same 
colour, a reddish face; large mouth and many teeth gone; alto- 
gether plain, the forehead square, broad and rather overhanging . 
She has a very sweet voice, rather hesitates in choosing her 
expressions, but when chosen hey seem without an effori, 
admirable and just, befitting the o« casion. There is nothing ovei- 
strained but perfectly simple.’®® This, with Smith’s description, 
comes a great deal nearer the trut i about Charlotte’s appearance 
than the other London versions and Richmond’s flattering por- 
trait; and, considered together with the later photographs of 
Mr. Bronte, and with Charlotte s remarks on the similarity of 
the features of Emily and Lewes, there seems little doubt that 
Branwell, whatever his technical shortcomings as a portrait 
painter, had one essential virtue — he could catch a likeness. 

The two women spent the greater part of their time at 
Windermere together; and Mrs. Gaskell heard much of the 
history of Charlotte and her family.®^ She became interested in 
the story, and in the one who told it; she felt both pity and 
respect for Charlotte — feelings which grew as she saw more of 
her. Together they visited Fox How, where Matthew Arnold, 
then young, lived with his widowed mother: ‘She suffered the 
whole day from an acute headache brought on by apprehension 
of the evening,’ Mrs. Gaskell reported of Charlotte.*^ As for 
Charlotte, she, too, wrote favourably of her new friend; but, 
doubtful of her powers of arousing affection, she remained 
guarded. This kind but slightly gushing woman both attracted 
and repelled her. ‘I was truly glad of her companionship. She is 
a woman of the most genuine talent — of cheerful, pleasing and 
cordial manners and — I believe — of a kind and good heart.’®® 


Jane Eyre continued to sell well. A cheaper, one-volume 
edition — the fifth — had been put out earlier in the year.®® In 
the September Palladium appeared an article by Sydney Dobell 
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on the works of the Bells. It was in the main highly apprecia- 
tive, particularly of Wuthering Heights.^^ But Dobell main- 
tained the view — still widely held even then — that the works 
had been written by one person. The unwelcome suggestion 
that, on the strength of the popularity of Jane Eyre, the author 
had published earlier and inferior works, had more than once 
infuriated Charlotte — not least because of the implication that 
her sisters’ novels would not have been accepted on their own 
merits. 

Dobell, indeed, made no such suggestion — his enthusiasm for 
Wuthering Heights placed the book in many respects above Jane 
Eyre — and Charlotte was intensely grateful for this late and 
solitary tribute to Emily’s book. But she was troubled once 
more by the general injustice to the memory of her sisters. 
When, after negotiation with the elusive Newby, Williams 
suggested that Charlotte might like to edit a new edition of her 
sisters’ novels, to be published by Smith Elder, she seized the 
opportunity to make clear once for all, the separate identities 
of Currer, Ellis, and Acton Bell.®* All that autumn she laboured 
at the texts of Agnes Grey and Wuthering Heights — at her wish 
The Tenant of Wildfell Hall was not to be reprinted.*^ 

Charlotte also went once more through her sisters’ papers to 
try to find more verses worthy, in her view, of inclusion in the 
volume. As she turned over the written sheets in the two small 
desks that would never again be used by their owners, she 
suffered a repetition of her mental agony when she returned 
alone from Scarborough to the parsonage more than a year be- 
fore.*® But she struggled through the days and weeks and 
months, fortified by the desire that was now little less than a 
passion, to set up a printed monument worthy of her dead 
sisters. 

The eventual form of this monument was not exactly what 
they — or at least, Emily — would, have desired. Anne’s work 
was not interfered with — if the suppression of Wildfell Hall is 
left out of consideration — but Charlotte laid a heavy hand on 
Emily’s novel and poems. Once before — when the sisters’ 
poems were first published — Charlotte had apparently ‘im- 
proved’ Emily’s contributions when the proofs were corrected. 
An element of doubt exists in this instance, however. But now 
there was no doubt at all who was making corrections. Charlotte 
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altered Wuthering Heights, modifying the dialect*® and softening 
the forthrightness of many passionate scenes; and, worse still, she 
altered the poems with an astonishing lack of sensibility, making 
them at times almost a mockery of Emily’s intentions. Charlotte 
added a Preface which was in ejffect an apology for Wuthering 
Heights — or for those parts of it which had met with the fiercest 
criticism. She also wrote a Biographical Notice of Ellis and 
Acton Bell — a beautiful and moving piece of prose — in which 
she made clear how the novels )iad come to be written, and 
described her sisters as they appe ired to her.’® In this Notice 
Charlotte referred to Dobell’s re^ iew and to his behef, despite 
her denials, that the three Bells were one person. When the 
book appeared in December, she 1 ad a copy sent to Dobell with 
a complimentary note.’^ 

Dobell, young, enthusiastic, and, where he admired, given 
to extravagance, sought Charlotte’s acquaintance with no un- 
certain fervour: ‘Surely we are marked out for friendship?’ he 
exclaimed. ‘Entering so nearly at once the adjoining provinces 
of literature, both young, both unknown, both (and both in 
a first work) singularly fortunate ... are there not sufficient 
resemblances in the general features of our affairs to believe it 
probable that the affinity is deeper?’’® He asked Charlotte to 
visit him at his Cheltenham home, describing its soft beauty. 
He ended with an apology: ‘If I have already spoken to you too 
freely of other things, my dear Miss Bronte — if what I have 
written seems hardly in keeping with a first letter — recoUect 
that I have long been a brother to you in my thoughts. . . .’’® 

With her usual frankness, though showing some signs of 
accommodating herself to Dobell’s style, Charlotte told this 
enthusiast the true position of affairs: ‘Your letter is very kind 
— your offered friendship is very welcome; but first — you 
must understand me. You say, I am young. No. I daresay 
people still call me “young” by courtesy, but really young I am 
not, and young I no longer consider myself. ... I am a journey er 
at noontide, desirous of some rest already, and with the dim still 
time of afternoon in prospect. You think chiefly what is to be 
done and won in life; I — what is to be suffered. . . 

Charlotte, who was not quite thirty-five years of age at this 
time, concluded; ‘If ever we meet, you must regard me as a 
grave sort of elder sister.’’® 
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Dobell was not disconcerted: ‘That you are not “young*' I 
cannot believe,’ he replied, ‘even on your own testimony. The 
heart of Jane Eyre will never grow old.*’® He admitted his own 
lack of years: ‘You arc right in thinking that my “havings in 
years” are but small (I claim but twenty-seven)’ he wrote. But 
for all that: ‘I have little faith in arithmetic .... Try me by my 
own standard, and, some day or other, I will make you look up 
to me as a very grey old man; showing you how very often I 
have been by my grave; aye, have felt myself lowered into its 
shadow.’’’ He sent her some melancholy verses: ‘. . . for present 
proof that I am not altogether ignorant of sorrow.’ Following 
Charlotte’s acknowledgement and appreciation of the verses 
came fresh invitations — to Cheltenham and to Switzerland.’® 
Charlotte refused the invitations,®® but the correspondence 
continued — and so did the mutual regard for each other’s 
work. 

The refreshing, if somewhat flowery, flattery of the Dobell 
letters was welcomed by Charlotte, even when she pooh- 
poohed them, as a change from her austere existence. But they 
also had a less pleasant effect, for they emphasized the almost 
intolerable monotony of life at the parsonage. Mr. Bronte had 
never been a companion to his children; now, the selfishness of 
the aging hypochondriac made him an almost complete recluse. 
Tabby was old, and called for comfort and attention rather 
than giving it. The few people who made their way to the 
lonely house were either curious sightseers who had heard of 
the parson’s novelist daughter; dull, facetious or flirtatious 
curates; or toadying relatives. Only the silent, admiring Nicholls 
offered any prospect of relief; and he was not only painfully 
shy, so that he had great difficulty in addressing a coherent 
remark to Charlotte, but was of the despised tribe of curates.®^ 
For the rest, there were persistent headaches and indigestion, 
silence, loneliness; a never satisfied longing for intellectual com- 

f )anionship; dreams, growing steadily more improbable, of 
ove given and returned; and, worst of all, memories of Emily 
and Anne and Branwell insistently filling her mind. Wherever 
she looked, wherever she walked, Charlotte saw something to 
remind her of them — the sofa on which Emily died, the stone 
stairs up which she had laboured, refusing help, the kitchen fire 
round which all had sat merrily years before, the little desks of 
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Anne and Emily, the dining-room table on which she and 
Branwell, happy and industrious children, wrote their Angrian 
stories — the list had no end.®^ 

Now, having forced herself to read through her sisters’ papers 
once again, Charlotte felt lonelier than ever. The moors — 
that one bleak link with health and normality — were worse than 
useless.®® Emily and Anne haunied them, and she came to shrink 
so much from the pang of recollection at every familiar spot that, 
eventually, she could not bring lerself to go outside the house .®'‘ 
Her health grew worse, and he^ misery greater. Anyone would 
have found such a life almost i itolerable, but she continued to 
reproach herself again and agai i for finding it so: ‘I feel to my 
deep sorrow — to my humiliati m — that it is not in my power 
to bear the canker of constair solitude. I had calculated tliat 
when shut out from every ei joyment, from every stimulus 
but what could be derived from intellectual exertion, my mind 
would rouse itself perforce. It is not so; even intellect, even 
imagination, will not dispense with the ray of domestic cheer- 
fulness, with the gentle spur of family discussion. Late in the 
evening and all through the night I fall into a condition of 
mind which turns entirely to the Past, to memory, and memory 
IS both sad and relentless.’®® 

‘I am both angry and surprised’, she told Ellen, ‘for not grow- 
ing accustomed or at least resigned to the solitude and isolation 
of my lot. But my late occupation left a result for some days and, 
indeed, is still very painful. The reading over of papers, the re- 
newal of remembrances brought back the pang of bereavement 
and occasioned a depression of spirits well nigh intolerable. For 
one or two nights I scarcely knew how to get on till morning, 
and when morning came I was still haunted with a sense of 
sickening distress .... I thought to find occupation and interest 
in writing when alone at home, but hitherto my efforts have 
been very vain, the deficiency of every stimulus is so complete.’ 

Charlotte even dreaded — while she desired — the occasional 
visit to London; the aftermath proved too bitter: ‘You will 
recommend me, I daresay, to go from home, but that does no 
good, even could I again leave Papa with an easy mind. I cannot 
describe what a time I had of it after my return from London, 
Scotland etc., there was a reaction that sunk me to the earth — 
the deadly silence, solitude, desolation were awful, the craving 
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for companionship, the hopelessness of relief, were what I 
should dread to feel again.’®® 

In fact, her life in the parsonage did eventually become too 
much for her. But for the time her loneliness and wretchedness 
made her so morbid that she lost all sense of proportion, and 
began to blame herself for enjoying even the few pleasures she 
had — such as the letters and books her publishers sent her — few 
and harmless enough in all conscience. She persisted in regarding 
her enjoyment as undeserved, and felt that she must make her 
own pleasure, if she were to have it at all.®’ 

The books contained in themselves an additional source of 
reproach. As she read, Charlotte compared the author’s ease 
of style and large output with her own difficulty in writing. 
She had revised her first novel, The Professor, but to no purpose, 
for it had been again rejected — for the seventh time.®® She had 
now begun to write her fourth novel, Villette, but it dragged 
woefully. For days on end she could not write a line that satisfied 
her. She refused a suggestion from Smith Elder that she should 
take advantage of the popular serial form of publication. She 
could not write to order, she said.*® But the suggestion disturbed 
her; for while she preserved her integrity by refusing, she 
blamed herself for not writing more quickly. 

Just before Christmas, Charlotte escaped from her home for 
a few days. Harriet Martineau had asked her to stay at her house 
at Ambleside; and there, overlooking the wintry beauty of 
Windermere, and cared for by her rough but hearty hostess, 
Charlotte surrendered to the spell of that masterful woman, 
watching with amazement and envy her early morning activity; 
enjoying, even when she could not agree with, the masculine 
forcefulncss and clarity of the Martineau conversation every 
evening; admiring the planned day, carried out with military 
precision; and even allowing herself, without protest, to listen 
— in a state, surely, of partial mesmerism — to expositions of 
decidedly unorthodox religious beliefs.®® 

Such a visit as this, however, was an event almost without 
parallel in Charlotte’s life. Her greatest consolation and source 
of pleasure was still the correspondence with George Smith. 
She wrote to this youthful head of her publishers in a manner 
much unlike her usual rather heavy-handed style. Sometimes 
the affectionate frankness of an elder sister was the dominating 
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note of her letters; sometimes a humorous tenderness crept in; 
and even, what reads suspiciously like coyness. Like Dobell, 
Smith proposed a visit to the Continent during the coming 
summer; he wished Charlotte to join him in a trip up the Rhine, 
This, too, Charlotte declined, buc in words that, for her, were 
positively honeyed.®’ But Smith was eligible where Dobell was 
not. Smith was a man to Charlotte; Dobell no more than a 
complimentary letter-writer. 

Whether Charlotte took seri( usly these attentions — whicl 
could have been mainly a matter of good business — one cannon 
feel sure. She kept her own co insel. But she did make ont 
comment to Ellen: ‘That hint about the Rhine disturbs me; 
am not made of stone, and what is mere excitement to him i^ 
fever to me. However, it is a in itter for the future, and long 
to look forward to. As I see it n )w, the journey is out of the* 
question, for many reasons. I rati er wonder he should think of 
it — I cannot conceive either his tnother or his sisters relishing 
it, and all London would gabble like a countless host of geese.’® ^ 

Ellen, of course, scented marriage in the air; and a number 
of charges and denials passed between Brookroyd and Haworth.®® 
If such an idea ever entered Smith’s head, he soon thought 
better of it; and Charlotte, though certainly flattered by his 
attentions, and woman enough to linger over what might 
have been, was too sensible not to see clearly what tlieir relation- 
ship must be: ‘I think those “fixed intentions” you fancy are 
imaginary,’ she told Ellen. ‘I think the “undercurrent” amounts 
simply to this — a kind of natural liking and sense of something 
congenial. Were there no vast barrier of age, fortune, etc., there is 
perhaps enough personal regard to make things possible which arc 
now impossible. If men and women married because they like 
each other’s temper, look, conversation, nature and so on — and 
if besides, years were more nearly equal, the chance you allude 
to might be admitted as a chance. But other reasons regulate 
matrimony — reasons of convenience, of connection, of money. 
Meanwhile, I am content to have him as a friend — and pray God 
to continue to me the commonsense to look on one so young, 
so rising and so hopeful in no other light.’®^ 

This letter is a good example of how Charlotte used Ellen 
to check her own optimism, much as Jane Eyre used her self- 
portrait. But Smith’s attentions remained a great pleasure to one 

309 


X 



EPILOGUE 


SO cut off from the general run of men. They kept down much 
of the interest that Dobell's letters might otherwise have created 
in Charlotte, and they all but settled the fate of the persevering 
Taylor. Charlotte, indeed, writing again to Ellen, was sensible 
enough to see that Taylor would make a more suitable hus- 
band. ‘You are to say no more about “Jupiter” and “Venus”,’ 
she commanded; ‘what do you mean by such heathen trash? 
The fact is, no fallacy can be wilder, and I won’t have it hinted 
at even in jest, because my commonsense laughs it to scorn. The 
idea of the “little man” shocks me less — it would be a more 
likely match, if “matches” were at all in question, which they 
are not. He still sends me his little newspaper — and the other day 
there came a letter of a bulk, volume, pith, judgment and know- 
ledge, worthy to have been the product of a giant. You may 
laugh as much and as wickedly as you please, but the fact is 
there is a quiet constancy about this, my diminutive and red- 
haired friend, which adds a foot to his stature, turns his sandy 
locks dark, and altogether dignifies him a good deal in my estima- 
tion. However, I am not bothered by much vehement ardour — 
there is the nicest distance and respect preserved now, which 
makes matters very comfortable.’®^ 

Yet, appreciate Taylor as she might at a distance and on 
reflection, Charlotte could not overcome a certain physical 
revulsion in his presence. Thus when he, a little later, called at 
the parsonage on his way back from Scotland, told her that 
he was soon going to India, and, it seems, asked her to marry 
him, Charlotte gave him no encouragement. 

‘The resemblance to Branwell struck me forcibly,’ she re- 

f )orted, ‘it is marked. He is not ugly, but very peculiar; the 
ines in his face show an inflexibility, and I must add, a hardness 
of character which do not attract. As he stood near me, as he 
looked at me in his keen way, it was all I could do to stand my 
ground tranquilly and steadily, and not to recoil as before.’®® 
So the two parted, never to meet again; Taylor, wanting to 
marry Charlotte; she, curiously drawn towards him in his 
absence, but unable to consider marriage without a shudder 
when she was face to face with him.®^ 


^ At the end of May 1851 Charlotte spent a month in London. 
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She stayed again with the Smiths,®® but this time she adventured, 
for her, far afield. She breakfasted with Rogers, the Poet 
Laureate. She heard Thackeray lecture, before his fashionable 
audience, on the English Humorists.*® She went to the theatre 
and watched, with fascinated horror, the famous French tragedi- 
enne Rachel in Camille and Les Horaces — an experience she was 
later to recreate with great power, in Villctte^^^ She heard the 
famous preachers of the day, D’Ai ibigny,Melvill, and Maurice. 
She made short work of a confirmation service held by Cardinal 
Wiseman — ‘impiously theatrical . She visited several time^, 
once at least accompanied by a distinguished scientist, th^.' 
Great Exhibition, then all the ra^ c.'®^ Altogether, she had little 
tune to herself. She was undoubtedly gratified by the attention 
she received as a famous author —she would have been more 
than human if she had not been. She was stimulated, too, by the 
people she met and by what sin saw and heard — Thackeray’s 
lecturing and Rachel’s acting were unforgettable — yet she was 
unable to find happiness or even peace of mind. The London 
life distracted her, certainly; but it also wore her out, so un- 
accustomed was she to excitement of any kind. So it was with 
relief that she left for Manchester in June, to pay her first visit 
to Mrs. Gaskell.^®® She enjoyed the comparative quiet of Mrs. 
Gaskell’s home, although even here her dislike of meeting 
strangers, and her frozen behaviour when she did, put a great 
strain on herself and her friends. 

Home again, Charlotte resumed her cheerless existence. 
Mr. NichoUs left for his holiday in Ireland, ‘inviting himself 
on the eve thereof to come and take a farewell cup of tea; good, 
mild, uncontentious.’^®^ Mr. Bronte, Martha, Tabby, in turn 
fell ill. Autumn browned the purple hills in a night. Storms of 
rain beat upon the house, and the equinoctial gales blew about 
it. No one called, and Charlotte began to fall back into melan- 
cholia as winter drew on. Tormenting images returned. She 
slept badly.^®® But she struggled on: ‘It is useless to tell you 
how I live— I endure hfe — but whether I enjoy it or not is an- 
other question. However, I get on. The weather, I think, has 
not been good lately, or else the beneficial effects of change 
of air and scene are evaporating. In spite of regular exercise the 
old headaches and wakeful nights are coming upon me again, 
but I do get on . . . .’'®* 
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It is easy to read the despair behind the conventional phrase- 
ology: ‘Some painful mental worry I have gone through this 
autumn, but there is no use dwelling on all that . . . life is a 
struggle.’^®’ So Charlotte dismissed the horror — for it was be- 
coming no less — of the Haworth winters. But it was one thing 
to tell Ellen what must be done, and quite another thing to 
do it. 

. Yet she refused all invitations. Ellen, Harriet Martineau, Mrs. 
IGaskell, Mrs. Forster — they all pressed her to visit them, but all 
^were refused.^*^® The constant sickness at Haworth — the old 
people needed nursing from week to week — accounted partly 
for these refusals, but was not the main reason. Later, when the 
household had returned to normal, Charlotte still held out: 
‘Sometimes the strain falls on the mental, sometimes on the 
physical part of me; I am ill with neuralgic headache, or I am 
ground to the dust with deep dejection of spirits.’'®® But she 
continued: ‘As to running away from home every time I have a 
battle of this sort to fight, it would not do: besides, the “weird” 
would follow. As to shaking it off, that cannot be.'"® One can 
only wonder at Charlotte’s determination to stand alone, and 
at her victory in the extraordinary contest — one small, lonely, 
bereaved woman against ill health, isolation, haunting thoughts, 
piercing memories, bad dreams. Miserable at home, she could 
find no peace away from it. If she accepted these invitations, 
she would despise herself afterwards, and she knew by experi- 
ence that time away from home only unfitted her still more 
for the struggle. ‘It may be a dreary thought . . . but I must 
absolutely get accustomed to a life of solitude; there is no other 
plan.’'" 

Charlotte had long since set aside the winter for work. During 
the long, dark evenings she planned to write without interrup- 
tion. She struggled to do so, oppressed by a growing sense of 
guilt at her failure to finish Villette, Her attitude towards Smith 
Elder far transcended an author’s natural loyalty to his pub- 
lisher even in those days of personal transactions. Her enter- 
tainment by the Smiths; her friendly and, at times, absorbingly 
interesting correspondence with Smith and Williams; their 
boxes of books sent regularly to Haworth for her pleasure; the 
admiration of Taylor and the attentions of Smith: all had con- 
tributed to magnify Charlotte’s original gratitude for Smith 
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Elder’s kindly reception of The Professor after its rough handling 
elsewhere, and for their subsequent acceptance o£ Jane Eyre — 
a gratitude which the furore of that book and the success of 
Shirley had done nothing to diminish. She remained far more 
concerned that her publishers should not suffer loss through 
her than that she herself should profit. She had felt anxious for 
Smith Elder, not only when h^r novels first appeared, bur 
when each succeeding edition v as mooted, in case the pub - 
lishers should lose money. Now sne felt that to enjoy friendship 
with them and to produce no m w novel m return was unfair, 
and even unfriendly. She did lot wait for reproaches tha 
Villette was not finished, she blauied herself bitterly, and in S(» 
doing the relentless woman addc 1 yet another load to her sick 
conscience, and made the writing of her novel even more diffi- 
cult. For she would not allow her slow progress to force her 
into hackwork. She was determined that this book, like its 
predecessors, should be as good as she could make it. She wrote 
only when moved to write; and having written, and felt that 
it was good, she could not be persuaded to alter a word.^^^ 
‘If my health is spared’, she told George Smith, ‘I shall get on 
with it as fast as is consistent with its being done, if not well, 
yet as well as I can do it, not one whit faster. When the mood 
leaves me (it has left me now, without even leaving as much 
as a word of a message when it will return) I put by the MS and 
wait till it comes back again; and God knows I sometimes have 
to wait long — very long it seems to me.’“® 

Unlike Harriet Martineau, who ‘knows nothing about my 
Quakerlike waiting on the spirit; that is not her plan nor her 
[nature, Charlotte believed that ‘one should only write out of 
[the fulness of one’s heart spontaneously’. And this she Uterally 
Idid.ii'^ 


The comparison came about at this time because Harriet 
Martineau had asked Charlotte to forward to Smith Elder a 
novel she wished to publish anonymously. Charlotte agreed 
and the novel, Oliver Weld^ was eventually sent to Smith.^^® 
By November, Charlotte had at last settled down to her 
writing. She refused a visit to London for this reason. She also 
made clear to Smith Elder that Villette was not to be published 
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before the following autumn even if ready earlier. She was 
determined to allow precedence to Thackeray’s Esmond which 
Smith Elder were to publish — and which they had sent to her 
in manuscript — and to the Martineau book.“’ Her considera- 
tion for this last proved unnecessary. The novel was finally 
rejected by Smith on the ground that its treatment of religion 
might offend a large public. This refusal caused some embarrass- 
ment to Charlotte. ‘I scarcely feel inclined to venture on trying 
to influence Miss M. any more,’ she told Smith. ‘There is a 
peculiar property in her which must sooner or later be recog- 
nized as a great inconvenience by such of her acquaintance as 
admire her intellectual powers and her many excellent personal 
qualities without being able to agree in her views; she is prone 
to mistake liking for agreement, and with the sanguine eager- 
ness of her character thinks to sweep you along with her in her 
whirlwind course. This will not do.’^^® 

The next day, however, Charlotte announced that she had 
ventured after all to try to influence her friend. Showing no 
mean sanguinity herself, she tried to explain to Harriet Mar- 
tineau where she had failed, and she even indicated the course 
that formidable woman should pursue: ‘What Mr. Smith 
wanted and expected was another “Deerbrook”. He did not 
want for politics or theology. “Deerbrook” made you beloved 
wherever it was read. “Oliver Weld” will not have this effect. 
It is powerful, it is vivid; it must strike, but it will rarely please. 
You think perhaps it will do good? Not so much good as “Deer- 
brook” did. Better the highest part of what is in your own self 
than all the political and religious controversy in the world. 
Rest a little while; consider the matter over, and see whether 
you have not another “Deerbrook” in your heart to give 
England. 

Charlotte remained adamant about publication dates, how- 
ever, in spite of the rejection of the Martineau book, but her 
prohibition was unnecessary. Within a few weeks of settling to 
work, the death of Emily’s dog, Keeper,^ and all the memories 
it revived, brought Charlotte low.^^^ She suffered from an 
appalling Ust of ailments — ^frequent sickness, headache, almost 
incessant toothache, fever, depression, and pains in the chest — 
all of which merged into a violent and prolonged attack of 
influenza.^®* 
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After a hard struggle with this illness, and an equally stiff 
tussle with a doctor who seemed almost wholly on the side of 
the enemy, Charlotte began to recover^ — but not before she 
had passed through another bout of fearful depression: ‘It cannot 
be denied that the solitude of my position was fearfully aggrav- 
ated by its other evils,' she wrote. ‘Some long, stormy days 
and nights there were when I f it such a craving for support 
and companionship as I cannot ‘xpress. Sleepless, I lay awake 
night after night; weak and unable to occupy myself, I sat in 
my chair day after day, the saddest memories my only com- 
pany.’^^^ 

She went to Brookroyd, in a i effort to shake off the after 
effects of her influenza; and so, =0 her chagrin, missed the first 
and only visit of George Smitl to the parsonage: ‘I do wisli 
now I had delayed my departure from home a few days longer, 
that I might have shared with my father the true pleasure of 
receiving you at Haworth Parsonage. And a pleasure your visit 
would have been, as I have sometimes dimly imagined but never 
ventured to realize.’^ 

There followed an invitation, the like of which Charlotte 
had never before been able to bring herself to give: ‘I shall be 
returning in about a week, but if you must make your excursion 
before that time, and if you came northwards and would call 
at Brookroyd, I am desired to tell you that you would have the 
warmest Yorkshire welcome. My friends would like to see you. 
You would find me there, but not exactly ill now; I have only 

a sort of low intermittent fever which still hangs about me ' 

But apparently Smith was not able to go. 

Even when she returned home, Charlotte had neither strength 
nor heart for work: ‘Expect no good of Currer Bell this sum- 
mer,' she told Smith.^2^ ‘For nearly four months now I have not 
put pen to paper,’ she said in reply to another invitation. ‘My 
work has been lying untouched and my faculties have been 
rusting for want of exercise; further relaxation is out of the 
question, and I will not permit myself to think of it. My publisher 
groans over my long delays; I am sometimes provoked to 
check the expression of his impatience with short and crusty 
answers.’^*® Two months later, at the end of May, the work still 
lay idle. Charlotte gave up the fight, and went off by herself 
to the coast, at Filey, where she spent a month.^^® 
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She returned rested, and determined to put an end to Villette, 
but her purpose was handicapped almost at once by a breakdown 
in her father’s health. Mr. Bronte had a seizure which threatened 
the loss of his sight, and he relapsed into the frctfulncss and 
depression which was to become ever more characteristic of his 
old age.^®° Charlotte went on with her writing as well as she 
was able. The summer visit to London was abandoned: ‘I deter- 
mined in my own mind that I would not again come to London 
except under conditions that are yet unfulfilled,’ she told Mrs. 
Smith, who had asked her to stay again with them. ‘A treat 
must be earned before it can be enjoyed, and the treat which a 
visit to you affords me is yet unearned, and must remain so for 
a time — how long I do not know.’^®^ 

Even Ellen was not permitted to come to the parsonage until 
Villette had been finished.^ But this resolve weakened under 
the pressure of loneliness and poor health, and, early in October, 
when the second volume of the novel was nearing its end, 
Charlotte gave way:^^^ ‘Ellen has only been my companion one 
little week,’ she informed Miss Wooler, who was wondering 
why Charlotte had abandoned her declared intention not to 
receive or visit friends until her work was done. ‘I would not 
have her any longer,’ Charlotte continued, ‘for I am disgusted 
with myself and my delays — and consider it was a weak yielding 
to temptation in me to send for her at all. But in truth my spirits 
were getting low — prostrate sometimes — and she has done me 
inexpressible good.’^^'^ Ellen had done her good; this week 
stimulated Charlotte sufficiently to enable her to get on with her 
work; and by the end of the month she had sent the first two 
volumes of Villette to her publishers.^®® Three weeks later she 
had completed and sent off the third.^®® 

Already Charlotte had received favourable comments from 
Smith Elder on the first and second volumes;^®’ now, at Brook- 
royd for a rest, she awaited her publisher’s verdict on the third 
with great impatience.^®® She was very strung up and sensitive, 
and the book meant so much to her that, not hearing from 
George Smith by return of post, she prepared to leave instantly 
for London, afraid her work had so disappointed the publishers 
that they could not bring themselves to write and say so.^®® 
Fortunately she was persuaded to wait one more day, and the 
next morning Smith’s letter arrived. He and Williams criticized 
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some parts of the third volume, but their general judgement, as 
of the previous volumes, was favourable. 

The end of Villette was a sad time for Charlotte, Although 
she had trouble in writing the book, she had been living in 
Brussels while she wrote — a Brussels in which she and her ideal 
Heger were together and in love. Now that was at an end — 
there was no more to be said, and there no longer seemed ajiy 
hope of escaping, by her imag nation, the joyless and loveL^ss 
life facing her. At this point she began getting letters from 
Taylor again. He wrote soon af er he arrived in India, and then 
again, a long letter^ — and in desperation Charlotte begin 
to wonder whether she ought not to have encouraged him 
rather than lead a life of utter f rustration. She could not make 
up her mind — or perhaps she di(^ not yet know it. She criticizt'd 
Taylor’s letters when sending t lem to Ellen,^^^ and her even- 
tual reply to his second letter was phrased with the utmost 
propriety, not to say frigidity.^ Yet when Taylor, tiring at 
last, stopped writing, Charlotte began to speculate on his 
doings and his reasons for silence. ‘I hear nothing,’ she told 
Ellen, ‘and you must quite understand that if I feel any un- 
easiness, it is not the uneasiness of confirmed and fixed regard, 
but that anxiety which is inseparable from a state of absolute 
uncertainty about a somewhat momentous matter. I do not 
know, I am not sure myself that any other termination would 
be better than lasting estrangement and unbroken silence, yet a 
good deal of pain has been and must be gone through in that 
casc.’^'^* 

Indifference always made Charlotte respect people more, and 
increased her interest in them. This had been so with Emily 
and Heger, and now she had a similar reaction, though less 
strong, to Taylor’s attitude. For a time she could not keep from 
the subject. Only three days later she was again writing: ‘Many 
Mails have come in from India since I was at Brookroyd — and 
always when the day came round (I know it now) expectation 
would be on the alert, but disappointment knocked her down. 
I have not heard a syllable, and cannot think of making enquiries 
at Cornhill. Well, long suspense in any matter usually proves 
somewhat cankering, but God orders all things for us, and to his 
will we must submit.’ 

Four months passed. ‘You ask about India,’ Charlotte wrote 
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to Ellen. ‘Let us dismiss the subject in a few words and not 
recur to it. All is silent as the grave. Cornhill is silent too.’^*® 


Just before Christmas 1852, another, if not a new, admirer 
declared himself. For a long time Charlotte had known that 
Arthur Bell Nicholls, Mr. Bronte’s curate, was very much 
attracted to her. Ellen had noticed Nicholls’ interest in Charlotte, 
and had more than once rallied her about it, but Charlotte 
would never discuss the matter seriously. In the parsonage, she 
successfully kept the shy and respectful man at a distance, and 
for this very reason he seemed negligible to her, differing from 
the other curates only because he was obviously a good man. His 
goodness was, in fact, his only claim on Charlotte’s attention, 
for he appeared in every other way totally unsuited to her — 
unintellectual, bigoted, puritanical, and with no presence. But 
eventually his feelings became too strong to be repressed, and 
suddenly, this winter evening, he proposed. 

‘Papa’, Charlotte wrote, ‘has minutely noticed all Mr. 
Nicholls’ low spirits, all his threats of expatriation, all his symp- 
toms of impaired health, noticed them with little sympathy and 
much indirect sarcasm. On Monday evening Mr. Nicholls 
was here to tea, I vaguely felt without clearly seeing, as without 
seeing I have felt for some time, the meaning of his constant 
looks, and strange, feverish restraint. After tea I withdrew to 
the dining-room as usual. As usual, Mr. Nicholls sat with papa 
till between eight and nine o’clock. I then heard him open the 
parlour door as if going. I expected the clash of the front door. 
He stopped in the passage: he tapped: like lightning it flashed 
on me what was coming. He entered — ^he stood before me. 
What his words were you can guess; his manner — you can 
hardly realize — ^never can I forget it. Shaking from head to 
foot, looking deadly pale, speaking low, vehemently yet with 
difficulty — ^he made me for the first time feel what it costs a 
man to declare affection where he doubts response. The spec- 
tacle of one ordinarily so statue-like, thus trembUng, stirred, 
and overcome, gave me a kind of strange shock. He spoke of 
sufferings he had borne for months, of sufferings he could endure 
no longer, and craved leave for some hope. I could only entreat 
him to leave me then and promise a reply on the morrow. I 
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asked him if he had spoken to papa. He said, he dared not. I 
think I half led, half put him out of the room. When he was 
gone I immediately went to papa, and told him what had taken 
place. Agitation and anger disproportionate to the occasion 
ensued; if I had loved Mr. Nicholls and had heard such epithets 
applied to him as were used, it would have transported me past 
my patience; as it was, my bl lod boiled with a sense of in- 
justice, but papa worked hims( If into a state not to be trifled 
with, the veins on his temples siarted up like whipcord, and liis 
eyes became suddenly bloodsln t. I made haste to promise tl at 
Mr. Nicholls should on the me rrow have a distinct refusal.’ 

Charlotte duly refused Niche ils, but, annoyed by her father’s 
unreason, and surprised and m< ved by Nicholls’ depth of feel- 
ing, she refused him gently.^ 

Ellen followed every move with eager interest. How was 
Mr. Bronte treating Nicholls?^ ® 

‘I only wish you were here to see papa in his present mood,’ 
replied Charlotte; ‘you would know something of him. He 
just treats him with a hardness not to be bent, and a contempt 
not to be propitiated. The two have had no interview as yet: 
all has been done by letter. Papa wrote, I must say, a most cruel 
note to Mr. Nicholls on Wednesday.’^ But Mr. Bronte was 
digging a pit for himself. Charlotte, having discovered what 
was in the note, decided that she must make some amends to 
Nicholls: ‘In his state of mind and health (for the poor man is 
horrifying his landlady by entirely rejecting his meals) I felt 
that the blow must be parried, and I thought it right to accom- 
pany the pitiless despatch by a line to the effect that, while Mr. 
Nicholls must never expect me to reciprocate the feeling he 
had exprejised, yet at the same time I wished to disclaim partici- 
pation in sentiments calculated to give him pain; and I exhorted 
him to maintain his courage and spirits. 

Thus Charlotte on the progress of Nicholls’ suit, her language 
growing in stateliness as she sought to convince her friend — 
and herself— of her unconcern.^ She by no means agreed with 
her father’s chief objection to Nicholls: ‘I am afraid that papa 
thinks a little too much about his want of money; he says that 
the match would be a degradation, that I should be throwing 
myself away, that he expects me, if I marry at all, to do very 
differently; in short, his manner of viewing the subject is, on 
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the whole, far from being one in which I can sympathize. My 
own objections arise from a sense of incongruity and uncon- 
geniality in feehngs, tastes, principles.’^®® 

Nicholls resigned his curacy at Haworth but made no move 
to leave.^®^ He had made himself unpopular in the parsonage by 
daring to hft his eyes to Charlotte; but this unpopularity, like 
Mr. Bronte’s violent injustice of speech, did Nicholls no harm 
with her: ‘I am sorry for one other person whom nobody 
pities but me,’ she commented to her faithful listener at Brook- 
royd. ‘Martha is bitter against him. John Brown says he should 
like to shoot him. They don’t understand the nature of his feelings 
— but I see now what they are. Mr. Nicholls is one of those 
who attach themselves to very few, whose sensations are close 
and deep, like an underground stream, running strong but in 
a narrow channel. He continues restless and ill, he carefully per- 
forms the occasional duty, but docs not come near the church, 
procuring a substitute every Sunday.’^®® 

Nicholls then wrote to Mr. Bronte asking permission to with- 
draw his resignation. Mr. Bronte would agree only if Nicholls 
gave his written promise never again to broach ‘the obnoxious 
subject’ either to him or to Charlotte. Nicholls would not give 
this promise, nor did he make any motion of leaving; he simply 
stayed on, dropping dark hints about his future.^®® ‘I feel per- 
suaded the termination will be — ^his departure for Australia. 
Dear Nell, without loving him I don’t hke to think of him 
suffering in solitude, and wish him anywhere so that he were 
happier. He and Papa have never met or spoken yet.’^®’ 

In the midst of this unhappy deadlock, with her sympathies, 
but no more than her sympathies, aroused, Charlotte set off to 
London on her long-deferred visit. This was now timed to 
coincide with the publication of Villette;^^^ and Charlotte, who 
stayed once more with the Smiths, spent much of her time read- 
ing proofs of the book.^®® 

Villette was published on 28 January 1853. It met with a good 
reception and it deserved one.^®® Although it has many of the 
faults of style and construction of her earlier novels, Villette 
not only ranks with the great love stories of the world, but is 
unique among them. In it, Charlotte proclaims her belief that 
love between man and woman is the finest thing in Hfe. No new 
idea, this — the oldest in hterature — ^but Charlotte went further, 
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and it is in this further declaration that her greatness Ues. She 
affirmed that love — romantic, sexual love — was not the preroga- 
tive of the young and attractive, but was absolutely universal. 
Something of this sort she had attempted in Jane Eyre, where, 
against all conventions, she made her heroine plain and physically 
insignificant. But she more than balanced the supposed lack of 
romance in Jane herself with the novelettish Rochester. 

Now, in Villette, she wrote t\ at rarest of all things, a romance 
of real life, in which neither b«:ro nor heroine is at all heroic, 
and neither possesses, by fictional standards, a single romantic 
quality. And it is Charlotte’s riumph that we see Lucy and 
M. Paul at once as they are — ar unattractive schoolmistress and 
an irritable, middle-aged profess )r — and as they appeared to each 
other through their love, transf irnied and desirable. And, such 
is her art, and such the truth ol the book, that Villette, though 
quieter and superficially more ordinary than Jane Eyre, is even 
more exciting. 

In Villette, Charlotte magnificently justified her faith in the 
universality of love, she at last wrote out Hcger and her whole 
experience in Brussels, and she told an absorbing story that is 
essentially true to life. The often criticized first half of the book 
is in fact artistically right, and the effectiveness of the second half 
depends upon it. Lucy, beguiled by romantic circumstances 
and a prepossessing appearance, is led naturally to imagine that 
she is in love with Dr. John, while all the time her real affinity 
is in front of her eyes, regarded by her with amusement and 
some impatience — an experience common to many men and 
women. 

If Charlotte fails to convince the reader completely of the truth 
of Lucy’s experience it is because of her drawing of Dr. John. 
She makes him too uninteresting, an unsuccessful blend of 
George Smith and William Weightman. She had been attracted 
by both these men, but not deeply interested in them, which 
may account for her failure to bring this type of man to hfe. 
To the reader. Dr. John seems merely a dull catalogue of virtues 
and good features, and a dim shadow compared with the vital 
personahty of M. Paul. To some extent, of course, Charlotte 
desired this contrast, but she overdid it; and so, unfortunately, 
reflects on the intelligence of Lucy, who, the reader feels, is her- 
self stupid to be interested in him. Nevertheless, the comparative 
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dullness of the Lucy-Dr, John relationship helps to heighten the 
interest of the love story. 

No one who has read Villette can forget the feeling of ex- 
cited anticipation when Lucy leaves Dr. John to his colourless 
marriage, and turns to her irascible, lovable little professor. 
The movement of the book quickens from this moment, 
as the love between Lucy and Paul develops through scene 
after charming scene — the incident of the broken spectacles, 
Paul’s evening reading in the study, the pastoral idyll of his 
birthday breakfast — their meetings and conversations are all so 
good that it would be invidious to quote any of them. The 
story sweeps on with increasing impetus and excitement until 
the breathless mennent when Madame Beck makes her last 
attempt to separate them, and Lucy cries ‘My heart will break!’ 
and Monsieur Paul thunders ‘Laissez-moi!’ Charlotte conveys 
with great speed and economy — in the last third of the book — 
the growing depth and tenderness of their love. It is true, it 
is moving and it is beautiful. 

The physical passion between Lucy and Paul is implicit all 
through their love story, and is all the more striking for its 
restraint. Lucy’s desire for Paul is subtly communicated when 
she watches him caressing his spaniel. When Paul grips Lucy’s 
hand in the garden, as they are confronted by P^re Silas and 
Madame Beck, a more powerful sense of attraction and depth 
of attachment is conveyed than by pages of passionate protesta- 
tions. Nothing, in fact, is more surprising than the economy 
with which Charlotte handles such moments, in contrast to her 
wordiness at other, less important, times. There is scarcely a 
passage between the lovers that could not be read to a child, yet 
some critics took offence, the undercurrent of passion is so 
unmistakable. 

Surprising, too, is the manner in which Charlotte blends 
humour with this passion. She not only admits humour into 
such a serious theme, but actually carries off the rare blend with 
consummate success. 

Apart from the love story, Charlotte’s outstanding achieve- 
ment in Villette is Madame Beck, and the pages introducing her 
are among the best in the book. For once, Charlotte’s artistry 
completely overcame her prejudiced view of people anti- 
pathetic to her. Her blacks and whites dropped away, and she 
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added to the clear-sightedness of dislike an unusual detach- 
ment, presenting a woman who, although the evil genius of the 
story, has a charm which fascinates and an authority which 
commands respect. ‘I say again, Madame was a very great and a 
very capable woman/ And the reader believes it. 

Charlotte had already shown, in Jane Eyre, her gift for creating 
atmosphere. In Villette, this gift is employed on a far wider 
scale. Her description of Lucy’s fantasies in the deserted schooi is 
desolating in its exact reproduct on of nerves strung to the pitch 
of hysteria: 

. . . ‘for nine dark and wet days, c which the Hours rushed on all tur- 
bulent, deaf, dishevelled — bewildered with sounchng hurricane — I lay 
in a strange fever of the nerves and blood. Sleep went quite awa) I 
used to rise in the night, look round for her, beseech her earnestly to 
return. A rattle of the window, a < ry of the blast only replied — Sleep 
never came! 

‘One evening — and I was not delirious: I was in my sane mind, I 
got up — I dressed myself, weak and shaking. The solitude and the still- 
ness of the long dormitory could not be borne any longer; the ghastly 
white beds were turning into spectres — the coronal of each became a 
death's head, huge and sun-bleached — dead dreams of an elder world 
and mightier race lay frozen in their wide gaping eyeholes. 

Hard things have been said about Charlotte’s writing, and 
certainly she can be long-winded and prosy to an exasperating 
degree. But her faults arise from an excess of imagination and 
feeling, not a lack of them. At her worst it is solid food, how- 
ever indigestible. At her best, it is very good indeed. She can be 
as simple and fresh as Emily; 

‘ The morning broke calm as summer, with singing of birds in the 
garden, and a light dew-mist that promised heat.'^®® 

She can paint the weather with vitality and grandeur: 

‘ Strong and horizontal thundered the current of the wind from north 
west to south-east; it brought rain like spray, and sometimes, a sharp, 
hail like shot; it was cold and pierced me to the vitals. I bent my head 
to meet it, but it beat me back. My heart did not fail at all in this con- 
flict; I only wished that I had wings and could ascend the gale, spread 
and repose my pinions on its strength, career in its course, sweep 
where it swept. 
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Her vocabulary is large, her choice of adjectives sensitive, and 
she powerfully conveys the movement of wind and snow, and 
the sensations of heat and cold: 

‘The keen, still cold of the morning was succeeded, later in the day, 
by a sharp breathing from Russian wastes: the cold zone sighed over 
the temperate zone, and froze it fast. A heavy firmament, dull, and 
thick with snow, sailed up from the north, and settled over expectant 
Europe. Towards afternoon began the descent. I feared no carriage 
would come, the white tempest raged so dense and wild.’ 

‘ • the drift darkened the lower panes of the casement, and, on look- 
ing out, one saw the sky and air vexed and dim, the wind and snow in 
angry conflict. There was no fall now, but what had already descended 
was torn up from the earth, whirled round by brief shrieking gusts, 
and cast into a hundred fantastic forms. 

But when all is said, Villette must stand or fall by its love 
story. There will always be readers, like Harriet Martincau, to 
whom the book’s fine writing and characterization cannot com- 
pensate for the — to them — morbid obsession with one emotion. 
But for those who share or sympathize with Charlotte’s 
philosophy of life, Villette will always be a book apart, remark- 
able and unforgettable. 


Charlotte’s visit to London — her last — was also her quietest. 
She was no longer the literary wonder of the day.^®^ On previ- 
ous visits she had seen that part of London, and those things in 
it, which others had urged upon her. Now, left a great deal to 
herself, she went where her own sombre inclination led her 
[ — the prisons of Newgate and Pentonville, the Bank, the Royal 
Exchange, the Foundling Hospital, and Bethlehem Hospital.^®* 
Charlotte saw little of her host, George Smith. He was over- 
worked, but even when free he had not so much time as for- 
merly to spare for her — he was engaged to be married.^®’ At 
much the same time Charlotte at last heard something of Taylor 
in India: ‘There are complaints of his temper and nerves being 
rendered dreadfully excitable by the hot cUmate,’ she told Ellen: 
‘It seems he is bad to Hve with. . . .’^®® 

When she reached home early in February^®® she found the 
tension between Nicholls and her father as acute as ever. The 
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situation was beginning to get on Nicholls* nerves, and, when 
the Bishop paid a visit to the parsonage, he seems to have made 
everyone thoroughly uncomfortable: ‘I thought he made no 
effort to struggle with his dejection,’ commented Charlotte, ‘but 
gave way to it in a manner to draw notice; the Bishop was obvi- 
ously puzzled by it. Mr. Nicholls also showed temper once or 
twice in speaking to Papa: Ma tha was beginning to tell me of 
certain “flaysome” looks also, I ut I desired not to hear of them. 
The fact is, I shall be most th inkful when he is well awa) ; I 
pity him, but I don’t like that d irk gloom of his. He dogged xic 
up the lane after the evening S( rvice in no pleasant manner, lie 
stopped also in the passage aftci the Bishop and the other clergy 
were gone into the room, and t was because I drew away and 
went upstairs that he gave that look which filled Martha’s soul 
with horror. She, it seems, meai time, was making it her business 
to watch him from the kitchen door. If Mr. Nicholls be a good 
man at bottom, it is a sad thing that nature has not given him 
the faculty to put goodness into a more attractive form. Into 
the bargain of all the rest he managed to get up a most perti- 
nacious and needless dispute with the Inspector, in listening to 
which all my old unfavourable impressions revived so strongly, 
I fear my countenance could not but show them.’^^° 

Charlotte, however, was already adopting a possessive attitude 
towards Nicholls. This is not surprising. Nicholls made his 
feelings plain at a crucial time in Charlotte’s life. Everything 
seemed to be falling away from her. Villette was written and 
published, and it is doubtful whether she had material for another 
book, or felt any compulsion to write one. Smith was on the 
verge of marriage. Taylor wrote no more. Even Williams 
seemed to have little to say to her. Finally, there came a break 
with Harriet Martineau. 

Relations between the two friends had been somewhat 
strained since the refusal of Oliver Weld by Charlotte’s pub- 
lishers, and the rather patronizing letter from Charlotte. Now 
they were severed completely. A short while before, Miss 
Wooler had appealed to Charlotte to give up Harriet Martineau 
because of her free-thinking. Charlotte refused: ‘I do not feel 
that it would be right to give Miss Martineau up entirely. There 
is in her nature much that is very noble; hundreds have forsaken 
her — more, I fear, in the apprehension that their fair names may 
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suffer if seen in connection with hers than from any pure con- 
victions such as you suggest — of harm consequent on her fatal 
tenets. With these fair-weather friends I cannot bear to rank. 
And for her sin, is it not one of those which God and noc man 
must judge? To speak the truth, my dear Miss Wooler, I believe 
if you were in my place, and knew Miss Martineau as I do, if 
you had shared with me the proofs of her rough but genuine 
kindliness, and had seen how she secretly suffers from abandon- 
ment, you would be the last to give her up; you would separate 
the sinner from the sin, and feel as if the right lay rather in 
quietly adhering to her in her strait — while that adherence is 
unfashionable and unpopular — than in turning on her your 
back when the world sets the example. 

The day after this letter was written Villette was published, 
and Charlotte asked Harriet Martineau for her opinion of it. 
She begged for candour, for honest judgement, for the whole 
truth. The older woman tried to avoid carrying out her 
promise, but Charlotte insisted.^’* Harriet Martineau, therefore, 
unwilhngly replied: 1 have but one thing to say; but it is not a 
small one. I do not like the love, either the kind or the degree of 
it; and its prevalence in the book, and effect on the action of it, 
help to explain the passages in the reviews which you consulted 
me about, and seem to afford some foundation for the criticisms 
they offered.’^’* 

Charlotte was deeply hurt. She could forgive any amount of 
free-thinking, if she thought the free-thinker was sound at 
heart, but to dislike the love in Villette was to dislike Charlotte 
and everything she most believed in. 1 know what love is as I 
understand it; and if man or woman should be ashamed of feel- 
ing such love, then there is nothing right, noble, faithful, truth- 
ful, unselfish in this earth, as I comprehend rectitude, nobleness, 
fidelity, truth and disinterestedness.’^’® 

Harriet Martineau, so different in temperament, could not 
know how deeply her criticism would wound. She tried to 
appease Charlotte, but Charlotte would have none of it.^’® The 
[love between Lucy and Paul expressed Charlotte’s faith in life, 
(her religion — and anyone who did not share that faith was a 
I heretic, beyond the pale. 

Only Mrs. Gaskell now remained as an active link with the 
world that Charlotte had desired so fervently to enter; and to 
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Manchester she went for a week in April. But Mrs. Gaskell, 
though good for Charlotte in some ways, and very kind to her, 
had only a limited understanding of her difficult guest. 'Miss 
Bronte had expected to find us alone,’ she wrote, ‘and although 
our friend was gentle and sensible after Miss Bronte’s own heart, 
yet her presence was enough to create a nervous tremor. I was 
aware that both of our guests vere unusually silent; and I saw 
a little shiver run from time to ime over Miss Bronte’s frame 
. . . and the next day Miss Bronte told me how the unexpected 
sight of a strange face had affecU d her. It was now two or thre e 
years since I had witnessed a simi ar effect on her, in anticipation 
of a quiet evening at Fox How; a id since then she had seen man y 
and various people in London; 1 ut the physical sensations pre*- 
duced by shyness were still the s< me; and on the following day 
she laboured under severe headai he. I had several opportunities 
of perceiving how this nervousness was ingrained in her con- 
stitution, and how acutely she suffered in striving to overcome 
it. One evening we had, among other guests, two sisters who 
sang Scottish ballads, exquisitely. Miss Bronte had been sitting 
quiet and constrained till they began “The Bonnie House of 
Airlie”, but the effect of that and “Carlisle Yetts”, which fol- 
lowed, was as irresistible as the playing of the Pipe of Hamelin. 
The beautiful clear light came into her eyes; her lips quivered 
with emotion; she forgot herself, rose, and crossed the room to 
the piano where she asked eagerly for song after song. The 
sisters begged her to come and sec them the next morning, 
when they would sing as long as ever she liked; and she promised 
gladly and thankfully. But on reaching the house her courage 
failed. We walked some time up and down the street; she up- 
braiding herself all the while for her folly, and trying to dwell on 
the sweet echoes in her memory rather than on the thought of 
a third sister who would have to be faced if we went in. But 
it was of no use; and dreading lest this struggle with herself 
might bring on one of her trying headaches, I entered at last 
and made the best apology I could for her non-appearance. 
Much of this nervous dread of encountering strangers I ascribed 
to the idea of her personal ugliness, which had been strongly im- 
pressed upon her imagination early in life, and which she ex- 
aggerated to herself in a remarkable manner. “I notice”, said 
she, “that after a stranger has once looked at my face he is careful 
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not to let his eyes wander to that part of the room again!’’ A 
more untrue idea never entered into anyone’s head. Two gentle- 
men who saw her during this visit, without knowing at the time 
who she was, were singularly attracted by her appearance; and 
this feeling of attraction towards a pleasant countenance, sweet 
voice, and gentle timid manner was so strong in one as to con- 
quer a dislike he had previously entertained to her works. 

‘There was another circumstance that came to my knowledge, 
at this period’, continues Mrs. Gaskell, ‘which told secrets about 
the finely strung frame. One night I was on the point of relating 
some dismal ghost story, just before bedtime. She shrank from 
hearing it, and confessed that she was superstitious, and prone 
at all times to the involuntary recurrence of any thoughts of 
ominous gloom which might have been suggested to her. She 
said that on first coming to us she had found a letter on her 
dressing table from a friend in Yorkshire, containing a story 
which had impressed her vividly ever since — that it mingled 
with her dreams at night and made her sleep restless and un- 
refreshing. 

‘One day we asked two gentlemen to meet her at dinner,’ 
concluded Mrs. Gaskell, ‘expecting that she and they would have 
a mutual pleasure in making each other’s acquaintance. To our 
disappointment she drew back with timid reserve from all their 
advances, replying to their questions and remarks in the briefest 
manner possible, till at last they gave up their efforts to draw 
her into conversation in despair, and talked to each other and 
my husband on subjects of recent local interest. Among these 
Thackeray’s Lectures (which had lately been delivered in Man- 
chester) were spoken of, and that on Fielding especially dwelt 
upon. One gentleman objected to it strongly as calculated to do 
moral harm, and regretted that a man having so great an in- 
fluence over the tone of thought of the day as Thackeray should 
not more carefully weigh his words. The other took the opposite 
view. He said that Thackeray described men from the inside, as 
it were; through his strong powers of dramatic sympathy he 
identified himself with certain characters, felt their temptations, 
entered into their pleasures, etc. This roused Miss Bronte, who 
threw herself warmly into the discussion. . . 

Charlotte had already expressed herself on this subject two 
years earlier, when she had heard Thackeray lecture in London. 
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She thought of Branwell as she listened: It was a painful hour/ 
she said. ‘That Thackeray was wrong in his way of treating 
Fielding’s character and vices my conscience told me. . . . Had 
Thackeray owned a son, grown or growing up, and a son 
brilliant but reckless — would he have spoken in that light way 
of courses that lead to disgrace and the grave? He speaks of it all 
as if he had never been called ( n to witness the actual conse- 
quences of such failings; as if he l^ad never stood by and seen the 
final result of it all. I believe, ^f only once the prospect of a 
promising life blasted at the oi tset by wild ways had passe d 
close under his eyes, he never cou 'd have spoken with such Icvit y 
of what led to its piteous destruci ion. Had I a brother yet living, 
I should tremble to let him reac Thackeray’s lecture on Fielo- 
ing.’^’« 

This week in Manchester con\ inced Charlotte, if she needed 
convincing, that she must make' the best of Haworth. Even 
the quiet excitement of Mrs. Gaskell’s home depressed rather 
than stimulated her, and showed her that she was too late to fit 
herself for any kind of life outside the one she knew. For years she 
had looked out impatiently from Haworth to a world in which 
she would find opportunity, understanding, and a fuller life. 
Now she realized that, though there was little chance of happi- 
ness at home, there was nothing at all anywhere else. 

She came back to face a summer of almost unrelieved misery. 
She was again ill, and had to put off Mrs. Gaskell’s return visit^’® 
— the one bright spot in her immediate future. But although the 
cause of her illness was nominally influenza, she fell ill again 
this summer only because her powers of resistance were giving 
way after years of unhappy brooding. Loneliness and frustration 
were responsible for her state now, as before, but a new worry 
was added — the feud between Nicholls and her father. Nicholls 
had gone to a new curacy, a few miles away, but Mr. Bronte 
still spent a great deal of his time violently abusing him. He also 
had prolonged fits of depression, and Charlotte’s sense of duty 
was tried to the uttermost.^®® Mr. Bronte’s objections to 
Nicholls were twofold. He thought that if Charlotte must 
marry she should only marry someone with money and a 
position; and he did not want to be left alone. And although 
Charlotte criticized her father’s attitude, she felt that she ought 
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to Stay with him. The new curate was neither so hard-working 
nor so considerate as NichoUs, and this was fresh ground for 
grievance to Mr. Bronte.^®* His continued injustice increased 
Charlotte’s wish to make some kind of redress to NichoUs,^®® 
and when he wrote to her she replied.^®^ The correspondence 
continued, and NichoUs soon began to visit Haworth and to 
meet Charlotte at the house of his friend Grant. Mr. Bronte 
knew nothing of this.^®® 

When Mrs. Gaskell did come to Haworth, in September, she 
found Charlotte excited but worried by the meetings and 
correspondence with NichoUs, and, in her own tactful words, 
‘I could not but deeply admire the patient docility which she 
displayed in her conduct towards her father.’^®® Charlotte did 
not feel able to tell her father until her own mind was clearer ;^®^ 
when she did, after some months of uncertainty, she found his 
resistance had weakened, largely because he had by that time 
discovered how excellent a curate he had lost in NichoUs.’®® ‘It 
was very hard and rough work at the time,’ Charlotte reported 
in January 1854, ‘but the issue after a few days was that I ob- 
tained leave to continue the communication.’’®® The two men 
met; NichoUs was received at the parsonage, ‘but not pleasantly’. 
Mr. Bronte remained ‘very, very hostile — bitterly unjust’.’®® 
Charlotte, however, saw much of NichoUs for the next few 
days. ‘All I learnt inclines me to esteem and if not love — at least 
affection.’’®’ 

Charlotte told NichoUs of the great obstacles that lay before 
him. He persevered, and in April he had his way. ‘Papa’s con- 
sent is gained — his respect, I believe, is won,’ Charlotte told 
Ellen, ‘for Mr. NichoUs has in all things proved himself dis- 
interested and forbearing. He has shown, too, that while his 
feelings are exquisitely keen, he can freely forgive. Certainly I 
must respect him, nor can I withhold from him more than cool 
respect. In fact, dear Ellen, I am engaged.’’®® She stiU refused 
to anticipate happiness.’®® ‘I am stiU very calm, very inexpec- 
tant. What I taste of happiness is of the soberest order. I trust to 
love my husband — I am grateful for his tender love to me. I 
believe him to be an affectionate, a conscientious, a high-prin- 
cipled man, and if, with aU this, I should yield to regrets, that 
fine talents, congenial tastes and thoughts are not added, it 
seems to me I should be most presumptuous and thankless.’’®* 
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If Charlotte had doubts, her friends had even more. Elleii. 
was dismayed. She did not think Nicholls was suitable for Char- 
lotte, and she suspected that he would discourage her friend- 
ships. Mrs. Gaskell felt vaguely uneasy, even though marriage 
was the thing she had always most wished for her. She was 
also afraid that this marriage might put a stop to Charlotte’s 
writing.^®® 

‘It has cost me a good deal to come to this,’ Charlotte told 
Catherine Winkworth on a v sit — ^her last — to the Gaskclh in 
May. ‘You will have to care fc r his things, instead of his caring 
for yours?’ she was asked. es, I can see that beforehand,’ 
Charlotte replied. And to the urthcr question: ‘But when you 
have been together so long aheady you know what his thiags 
are, very well. He is very de> oted to his duties, is he not ”^ — 
and you can and would like t 3 help him in those?’ Charlotte 
agreed: ‘I have always been u>cd to those, and it is one great 
pleasure to me that he is so much beloved by all the people 
in the parish; there is quite a rejoicing over his return. But 
those are not everything, and I cannot conceal from myself 
that he is not intellectual; there are many places into which he 
could not follow me intellectually.’^®® Again, to the same 
friend: ‘He is a Puseyite and very stiff; I fear it will stand in the 
way of my intercourse with some of my friends; but I shall 
always be the same in my heart towards them. I shall never let 
him make me a bigot.’^®’ 

These misgivings crowded Charlotte’s mind during the next 
few weeks, but she told herself that Nicholls was a good man, 
that he loved her and depended on her. Moreover, he had 
agreed to come back to Haworth as curate, and to live in the 
parsonage, leaving Mr. Bronte his own rooms. 

Nicholls wanted to be married early in the summer. After 
^ome hesitation, Charlotte agreed.^®® They were married at 
Haworth on 29 June 1854. Of Charlotte’s friends, only Ellen and 
I Miss Wooler were present. Miss Wooler gave Charlotte away, 
Mr. Bronte at the last moment saying that he did not feel well 
enough to go to the church.®®® Charlotte and her husband left 
the same day for their honeymoon, in Ireland.®®^ They came 
back to the parsonage on the first day of August. 

In every way, as Charlotte said, the marriage was a good, 
sound arrangement — more than this, she would not have 
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claimed.*®* Yet she was happier than she had expected. It was 
not marriage as Charlotte knew marriage could be, but it gave 
her an interest in life when all other interests seemed dead. She 
had no illusions about her husband,^®® but she had not antici- 
pated how pleasant it would be to be cared for — the more 
autocratically, the better. And to look after a man who was 
grateful for every kindness — this, too, was a new pleasure. Best 
of all, perhaps, she had little time to think. *®^ ‘I have not a 
minute,’ she told Ellen.*®® The Sunday and day schools, enter- 
taining fellow clergy, visiting parishioners — all this, together 
with feeding and caring for two men, now took up most of her 
day.*®* 

Ellen saw her only once. Her other friends saw her no more.*®’ 
Even her letters were cut short by Nicholls standing over her as 
she wrote, eager to walk on the moors;*®* and after he had read 
some of her letters to Ellen, he asked that they should all be 
burned.*®® Ellen, indignant with him for interfering, refused to 
do so unless he gave his word not to read any future letters. 
He, too, refused, so the letters survived.*^® 

It is not possible to say what the outcome of this marriage 
would have been, had Charlotte lived long enough to face its 
full implications. For the short time left to her, the change in the 
conditions of her life had a good effect on her health and spirits: 
1 have had only one headache,’ she told Ellen, after she had been 
married for some months.* “ Soon she found she was going to 
have a child, and this, too, pleased her at first.* ^* But the im- 
provement was only a superficial one. Her constitution had been 
completely worn out during the last few years. 

In the autumn, during one of the walks of which her hus- 
band was so fond, Charlotte was caught on the moors during 
a rainstorm. She took a chill. She appeared to have thrown 
it off, but, after a reluctant visit to the Shuttleworths early 
in the New Year, she fell ill.*^* She had a high fever, she could 
neither eat nor sleep, and she was constantly sick.*^® 

Nicholls was beside himself with anxiety.*^* ‘I find my hus- 
band the tenderest nurse, the kindest support — the best earthly 
comfort ever woman had,’ Charlotte told Ellen in one of her 
last letters.*^’ But he could not save her. She had no fight left. 
She grew weaker,*^® and on the last day of March 1855 she 
died.^'® 
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1 I S.H.l. 6, Note 2; Rowe; Harrison C, 37-42. 

2 See quotation from Charles A. Federer in the ‘Yorkshire Daily 

Observer’, 30 July 1907; S.H.L 6, Note 3. 

3 Fennell was godson of John Fletcher, friend of John Wesley; 

Woodhouse. 

4 See Chapters i and 2; Yates A. 

5 See notice of the marriage m the ‘Gentleman’s Magazme’, 1813. 

Part I, Vol. LXXXIII, p. 179. 

6 Yates A. See Wesley A IV, VIL 

7 Wright A and B; the answer to Wright m Mackay A, 85-187; 

Bronteana\ introduction to Turner, BST Part III; Hyde 49; 
S.H.L 3-4, Notes 2 and 3 ; Harrison C, 1-9. 

8 Birrell 17-23. 

9 Cottage Poems, 1811; The Rural Minstrel, 1813; and The Cottage in 

the Wood, or the Art of becoming Rich and Happy, 1815. See 
Bronteana. 

10 See Gaskell B 41, 441 ; CKS B. 

11 2 S.H.L 8-27. There is some doubt about the exact birth date of 

Maria. Only her christening — 23 April 1814 — is certain. See 
Mackay D; Moore Smith. 

12 Later godparent, with his wife, to Charlotte. It has been suggested 

that Charlotte’s fees at Roe Head were paid by Mrs. Atkinson; 
Chadwick A 91. 

13 Scruton A znd B. 

14 Moore Smith; S.H.L 36-45, 85-7. 

15 See reprint of Baptismal Registers, S.H.L 35. 

16 Gaskell B 11-35; Leyland A I. 20-5; S.H.L 58. 

17 Gaskell B 34. 

18 With the children’s nurse, Nancy Garrs; Garrs. 

19 Population about 5,000; Pigot. 

20 4 Nussey. 

21 See The Structure of Haworth Parsonage, by Mrs. C. Mabel 

Edgerley; BST Part XLVI, 1936. 

CHAPTER II 

1 5 Afterwards Sowden’s Farm, 

2 Both he and Whitefield preached at Haworth several times be- 

tween 1757 and 1790; Wesley A, Vol, VII. 

3 1742-61; Laycock. 
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in 1755. All except the tower was rebuilt in 1880. 

Bunting; Harrison B, 20-1. 

Harrison B, 17-18; Harrison C, 1-27; Wesley B, III; Wesley Ay III- 
VII; Wesley By III; Methodist B. 

Gaskell B 11-35; Cottage 144; S.H.l. 37-8, 58; Haworth; Moote 
Smith. 

Cottage 244; S.H.L 59. 
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Letter of 25 August 1850 I om Mrs Gaskell to Catherine Wink • 
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Moore Smith; S H.l. 38 

Letter of 21 April 1823 f om Patrick Bronte to Mrs. Burdei , 
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‘Sphere’, 23 August 191 , CKS C. 35-8; S.H.l. 62-4. 
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Nussey; S.H.l. 111-12. 

Extracts from the School Register were prmted in the ‘Journal 
of Education’, January 1900; 5.H.L 69, Note. 

1792-1859; see School prospectus in Robinson 28-30; Mackay D; 
5.H.IL 150. 

Gaskell B 64, Note; Harrison C, 62-70. 

Gaskell A 1 . 62-80; Gaskell B 62-79; Shepheard; the correspond- 
ence between A. B. Nicholls and Cams Wilson m the ‘Daily 
News’, ‘Leeds Mercury’, and ‘Halifax Guardian’ in 1857; 
Shorter II, appendix; S.H.I. 70-3, IV. 297-314; Cowan Bridge; 
Chadwick A 78. 

In much of their poetry, both Branwell and Emily were to show 
themselves preoccupied with the solitary cluld and — m Bran- 
well particularly — its death. 

Gaskell B 81. 

Harrison B. 

See Tabitha Aykroydy by Mrs. C. Mabel Edgerley; BST Part LI, 
1941. 
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CHAPTER in 

It is possible, as suggested in Ratchford A 11, that the section on 
Africa in Anne’s Goldsmith’s Grammar of General Geography, 
1832, Bronte Museum, may have stimulated the children’s 
interest in this part of the world. And this interest was doubt- 
less increased a few years later, when MacGregor Laird led the 
first expedition up the Niger. 

Gaskell B 87; The History of the Year, 12 March 1829, by Char- 
lotte; Introduction to the History of the Young Men, 15 Decem- 
ber 1830, by Branwell; also Chapter 2 of the History; Misc. I, 
2, 63, 66. 

Parry and Ross were Arctic explorers whose exploits were at 
this time much m the public eye. 

And inspired, of course, by their readings of The Arabian Nights. 

Chapters 3 and 4 of the History of the Young Men, by Branwell; 
also A Romantic Tale, by Charlotte; Misc. I, 6, 75-6, 78-9; 
see also The Tioelve Adventurers, by Charlotte. 

Misc. I, 2; 'Cosmopolitan Magazine’ October 1911. 

Gaskell B 86-7; The History of the Year, by Charlotte; Misc. 1, 1-2; 
Cautley. 

On 7 May 1831. 

The History of the Young Men; Misc. I, 63-95. 

'The Origin of the O’Deays is as Follows’, Bonnell Collection. 

'Nash’s Magazine’, December 1911; Misc. II, 467. 

Gaskell B 84-5; Misc. II, 467. 

Gaskell B 88-9; Misc. II, 468. 

Chapter 6 of the History of the Young Men; Charlotte’s Character 
and Description of the Duke of Wellington; Misc. I, 37-8, 90-5. 

Amy Lowell Collection, Harvard University Library. 

Gaskell B 102. 

Amy Lowell Collection, Harvard University Library; Ratch-- 
ford A ig. 

A great deal has been written, from Mrs. Gaskell onwards, about 
die Bronte Juveniha. Much of it has now been printed; and 
the remainder of what is known to exist has been described in 
detail in Ratchford A and B. Angrian extracts were printed 
by Mrs. Gaskell and succeedmg biographers. Some were 
then pubhshed separately — see BibHography. In Misc. and 
PCB a considerable amount of Angnan writings has now been 
printed. A list of Bronte manuscript books was printed in 
CKS B 68-73; ^ B; Wood A and B; Ratchford A. For 

the strong Methodist influence on the juvenile writings, see 
Harrison C, 12-17. 

See list of Gondal countries in Goldsmith’s Grammar of General 
Geography; Sinclair, 199, 201, 209; Ratchford A and B; Hinkley. 

Most writers on the Bront& have, of recent years, attempted a 
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reconstruction of the Gondal Story — May Sinclair, Madeleine 
Hope Dodd’s Gondaliand^ Ratchford A and B and now Laura 
Hinkley — ^but all contain serious points of difference, and 
suggest that more must be known before the story can be 
adequately told. 

The only available references to the Gondal saga are to be 
found m the poems of Emily and Anne, and in their birthday 
notes. None of the prosr narratives has come to light, and much 
of the saga is therefore onjcctural. Of the attempts to knit the 
story together, with EmJy’s poems providmg the mam source, 
the outline printed as m appendix to Hinkley is perhaps the 
most comprehensive; «cid to this, the present brief sketch »to 
help the reader to mak his ovm deductions) is most indebte d. 

The action takes plac e in two islands: Gondal, m the North 
Pacific, an island wit i physical characteristics strongly e- 
sembhng those of Yoi ‘cshire; and Gaaldine, a tropical island 
in the South Pacific. The mam characters arc: Julius Brenzaifla, 
Alfred Sidoma, Alex, nder of Elbe, Rosma, and Augusta 
Geraldine Almeda. 

Julius is Kmg or Prince of Angora, m the northern part of 
Gondal. He loves Prini ess Rosina of Alcona m southern Gon- 
dal, but in company with other Gondal Kings, he invades, 
conquers, and partitions Gaaldine, and there marries Geraldme 
Sidoma of Zedora, assuming the Crown of Almedore. 

A child, Augusta Geraldme Almeda, is born when Jidius has 
returned to Gondal. Geraldme attempts to follow him with the 
child, but is drowned during the voyage. The child escapes, 
reaches Gondal, and is acknowledged by Juhus as his heir. 

Juhus marries his first love, Rosma, and so unites all Gondal 
under his sway except for the state of Exma, whose lord, 
Gerald, has always been his chief rival, both m Gondal and in 
Gaaldine. 

Some nobles of Exma, instigated by Gerald, assassinate 
Julius. One, Arthur Gleneden, is caught and dirown into 
prison. Another, M. Douglas, escapes up Gobelrms Glen. 

Augusta, now grown up, marries Alexander of Elbe on the 
southern shores of Lake Eldemo, in Angora. She intrigues 
against Rosina. Alexander is killed m battle by the side of 
Lake Elnor, in northern Gondal, and Augusta is imprisoned in 
the Dungeon Wall of the North College, which, with the 
Southern College, is at once the Palace of Instruction and the 
Gaol for political offenders. 

When released, Augusta meets Fernando de Samara of 
Areon Hall in Gaaldine, a noted guitarist. He is impnsoned in 
Gaaldine, and is abandoned by Augusta. He kills himself. 
Arthur Gleneden, also released from prison, becomes another 
victim of Augusta. 

Augusta then meets and loves her young uncle, Alfred 
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Sidonia, from Gaaldine, who has taken possession of Aspin 
Castle in Gondal. She marries him, and, on the death of Rosina, 
becomes Queen. Alfred dies while on a journey to England. 

The Repubhcans rise against the Royalists in Gondal. 
Augusta, hard pressed, retreats with her forces to Angora, and 
visits the grave of Alexander, where she is assassinated by 
Douglas, who is also killed. The Captain of her Guard, Lord 
Eldred W., discovers her body, and mourns her loss. 

21 23 Gaskell B 124-5. 

22 See Harrison A and B for an original and most valuable analysis 

of this influence. 

23 Gaskell jB 124; Harrison B and C; O' Byrne; Shirley. 

CHAPTER IV 

24 1792-1885; S.H.l. 84, Note I. 

25 Letter of 18 January 1856 from Mary Taylor to Mrs. Gaskell; 
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Romano. Gaskell B 87. 
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Times; Spielmann; Macdonald B. 

Laetitia Wheelwright quoted m Shorter I, 157. See also obituary 
notice of M. H^ger (ied 6 May 1896) m ‘The Sketch*, 5 June 
1896 by M. Colm of ‘L’Etoile Beige* revised by Dr. Hdger, 
son of M. Hcger. 

Ibid. But see the suggestion in Dimnet that Mme. H^ger was 
herself the author of the proposal — this bcmg, in her view, the 
one certain method of puttmg an end to the embarrassmg 
correspondence. 

Harrison A, B and C. 

Shorter I, 303 ; S.H.IL 52. 

Nussey; Gaskell B 316-17. 

Letter of 3 March 1846, also letters of 4 November and 31 Decem- 
ber 1845; Shorter I, 311, 314, 321; S.H.IL 66, 75, 84. 
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from Branwell to J. B. Leyland and Charlotte to Ellen; 
Leyland A II; S.H.IL 121, 132; a suggestion has also been made 
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Leyland A II, iio-ii; S.H.IY. 217. 

Leyland A II. Letter of June 1846 from Branwell to J. B. Leyland; 
S.HIL 95. 

Letter of October 1845; Grundy A 87; S.H.ll. 64-5. 
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240, 247. See also Agnes Grey. 
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See the Will of Edmund Robinson, proved on ii September 
1846 in the Prerogative Court of York. 
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CHAPTEP XXII 

1 210 Poems by Currer, Ellis^ and icton Bell (London: Aylott & Jones 

8 Paternoster Row, 184 )). Charlotte had wanted the poem- 
to be printed in an octav > volume of the same quahty of papei 
and size of type as M( icon’s last edition of Wordsworth’* 
Poems; but she was askct to name another book as model be- 
cause the poems took u\ fewer pages than she had reckoned 
Letters of 31 January ant t6 February 1846 from Charlotte to 
Aylott and Jones. The ost of publishing these poems was 
^16 los. In addition, th( sisters spent jQii m advertisements; 
letters of 3 March, it and 25 May, and 10 July 1846 from 
Charlotte to Aylott and Jones; Shorter I, 319, 326-7; S.H.ll. 
«i-3,93-4» 102. 

2 Letter of 16 June 1847 from Charlotte to Thomas De Quincey; 

Quincey; Tennyson; Lockhart; Wordsworth; Gaskell B 308; 
5 .H.IL 136. 

3 In the * Athenaeum’, July 1846; ‘Dublin Umversity Magazuie’; 

October 1846; ‘Critic’, July 1846; letters of October and 
10 November 1847 from Charlotte to W. S. WiUiams; 
Shorter I, 361, 366; S.H.IL 147-8, 154. The ‘Critic’ spoke of the 
presence m the poems of ‘more gemus than it was supposed 
this utilitarian age had devoted to the loftier exercises of the 
mtellect’. The ‘Athenaeum’ described Elhs (Emily) as posses- 
sing ‘a fme quamt spint . . . and an evident power of wing that 
may reach heights not here attempted’. Copies of the poems 
were sent at Charlotte’s request to ‘Colburn’s New Monthly 
Magazine’; ‘Bendey’s Magazine’; ‘Hood’s Magazine’; 
‘Jerrold’s Shilling Magazine’; ‘Blackwood’s Magazine’; ‘The 
Edinburgh Review’; ‘Tait’s Edmburgh Magazmc’; ‘Dublin 
Umversity Magazme’; ‘Daily News’; ‘Britannia’; ‘Fraser’s 
Magazine’; ‘Chambers’ Edinburgh Journal’; ‘The Globe’; 
and ‘The Examiner’: with advertisements m all but the last 
four; but it seems that the ‘Athenaeum’, ‘The Literary Gazette’, 
‘Critic’ and ‘The Times’ were substituted by the publishers 
for the first four on her list. Letters of 7 May and 10 July 1846 
from Charlotte to Aylott and Jones; Gaskell B 303-4, 307; 
5 .H.II. 93, 102. 
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6 Shorter I, 358; S.H.IL 139. 
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S.H.IL 148. 
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7 October 1847 from Charlotte to Ellen; Shorter I, 340; S.H.IL 
116, 137, 147. 

9 Letter of 9 August 1846 from Charlotte to Ellen; S.H.IL 105-6. 

Charlotte setded upon W. J. Wilson, M.R.C.S. See Honorary 
Medical StaJ of the Manchester Infirmary by E. M. Brockbank, 
1904. As to the protests of Mr. Bronte, even at this late hour, 
see Charlotte’s letter of 12 April 1852 to Laetitia Wheelwright; 
S.H.IIL 331. 

10 Ibid. 

11 Letter of 21 August 1846 from Charlotte to Ellen, addressed 

from 83 Mount Pleasant, Boundary Street, Oxford Road, 
Manchester; Gaskell B 310-11; S.H.IL 106-7. See also BST 
Part XX, 1910. 

12 Letter of 29 September 1846 from Charlotte to Ellen; Shorter I, 

338-9; S.H.IL III. 

13 She suffered from bad toothache, which prevented sleep. Letter 

of 31 August 1846 from Charlotte to Ellen; Shorter I, 337; 
S.H.IL 109. See also letter of 24 July 1846 from Charlotte to 
Ellen; Shorter I, 333; S.H.IL 104-5. 

14 Letter of 26 August 1846 from Charlotte to Ellen; Gaskell B 3 1 1 ; 

S.H.IL 107-9. 

15 The manuscript was actually returned to Charlotte whilst she 

was at Manchester, on the day of the operation; Gaskell B 

313. 

16 212 Letter of 14 October 1846; Gaskell B 318-19; S.H.IL 115. 

17 Letter of c. Oct.-Nov. 1846 from Charlotte to Miss Wooler; 

Shorter /, 340-1; S.H.IL 116-17. 

18 213 See Note 15 above. 

19 Gaskell B ^ 1 /^, 

20 Letter of 17 November 1846; Shorter I, 340;^ S.H.IL 116. 

21 Letter of 15 December 1846 from Charlotte to Ellen; Gaskell B 

319; S.H.IL 1 17. This refers to Anne’s asthma. Emily, too, may 
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have been a victim; letter of 29 May 1843 from Charlotte to 
Emily; Shorter I, 268; 300. 

22 213 Letter of 15 December 1846; Shorter I, 341; 5 .H.IL 117-18. 

23 Ibid.; 5 .H.II. 118. 

24 Ibid. 

25 Letter of i March 1847 to Ellen; Shorter I, 347; S.H.ll. 128. 

Charlotte goes on: ‘Branwell has been conducting himself very 
badly lately. I expect from the extravagance of his behaviour 
and the mysterious hints ^le drops (for he never will speak oui 
plainly) that we shall be hearmg of fresh debts contracted b) 
him soon ’ 

26 214 Sec, for instance, the Icttei of October 1846 from Branwell n 

J. B. Leyland; Leylaud A 11 ; S.Hll. 113. 

27 Harrison A and B. 

28 Letter of 24 January 1847, .eyland A II, 173; 5 .H.II. T23. 

29 Ibid. 

30 2T5 Ibid. 

31 Gaskell A I, Chapter 13; II Chapter 2; letter of 18 August 1848 

from Charlotte to Ellen S.iLII. 247. Mrs. ILobinson married 
Sir Edward Scott and ] layed a prominent part in a certain 
section of London Society. Sec letter of 23 November 1848 
from Charlotte to Ellen ‘Mrs Robinson is now Lady Scott 
Her daughters say she is in the highest spirits.’ S.Hll. 288. 

32 Letter of 24 January 1847 to J. B. Leyland; Leyland A II, 174; 

5 .H.II. 123-4. 

33 216 Ibid.; 5 .H II. 124. 

34 Scarle. 

35 Letter of 24 January 1847 to J. B. Leyland; Leyland A II, 175; 

5 .HII. 124. 

36 217 Ibid.; S.H.ll. 124-5. 

37 Ibid.; 5 .H.II. 125. 

38 218 Letter of i March 1847 to Ellen; Shorter 1 , 347; S.Hll. 128. 

39 Ibid. 

40 Letter of 12 May 1847; Shorter I, 350; S.H.ll. 132. 

41 Ibid. 

42 Letter of 14 May 1847; Shorter I, 351; S.H.ll. 133. 

43 Letter of 17 May 1847; Gaskell B 324; S.H.ll. 133. 

44 Ibid. 

45 Letter of 20 May 1847 from Charlotte to Ellen; Gaskell B 325; 

5 .H.IL 134. 

46 219 Letter of 7 October 1847 from Charlotte to Ellen; 5 .H.II. 147. 

47 Letter of 24 March 1847 from Charlotte to Ellen; Gaskell B 323 ; 

S.H.II. 130. 

48 220 See Note 2 above. 
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Shorter I, 383; S.H.ll. 173 -4. 
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Emily herself— the ‘melancholy boy* who turns mto the ‘iron 
man’ of her poems. Heai iclifF is certainly Emily in so far as 
every hvmg character is < reared by its author. Into HeathclifF 
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Letters of 4 March, 6 April, 16 and 27 May 1853 from Charlotte 
to Ellen; 5 .H.IV. 50, 56-: , 65, 68-9. 

Letters of 14 May and 7 June 1854 from Charlotte to Ellen; 
S.H.IV. 125, 129; letter of 8 May 1854 froni Catherme Wink- 
worth to Emma Shaen; .^'.H.IV. 124; Haldane, E. S.; Shaen. 
Letters of 28 March and ii \pril 1854 from Charlotte to Ellen; 
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Letter of ii April 1854 from Charlotte to Ellen; Shorter II, 354; 
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Charlotte to George Snuth; S.H.IV. 114, 116, 119; letter of 
23 April 1854 from Mrs. Gaskell to John Forster; S.H.IV. T17; 
Haldane: E. S.; C.B. Mrs. Gaskell had reason for her fears ijf 
the fragment Emma is a true example of Charlotte’s writing 
after marriage. 

Ibid. 

Letter of 8 May 1854 from Catherine Wink worth to Emma 
Shaen; S.H.IV. 122-3; Haldane, E. S.; Shaen. 

Letters of 12 April 1854 from Charlotte to Miss Wooler, 15 April 
1854 from Charlotte to Ellen, and 25 April 1854 from Char- 
lotte to George Smith; Gaskell B 629-30; S.H.IV. 1 13-15, 119. 
Letters of ii April 1854 from Charlotte to Ellen, and 12 April 
1854 from Charlotte to Miss Wooler; S.H.IV. 1 13-14. 


393 



'Note Page 
200 

201 

202 332 
203 
204 
205 
206 


207 

208 

209 

210 

211 

212 

213 

214 

215 

216 

217 


218 

219 


NOTES 

Gasketl B 633. But sec letter, of 16 June 1854 from Charlotte to 
Miss Woolcr; 5.H.IV. 131. 

G(ishellB6ii\ 5.H.IV. I33“43- See *An Account of her Honeymoon, 
by Charlotte Bronte. In a letter to Miss Catherine Winkworth, ^930. 
Letter of 25 April 1854 from Charlotte to George Smith; Gaskell 
B 629-30; S.H.IY. 1 19. 

See her sketch of the Rev. Macarthey (Nicholls) in Shirley; 
Wroot A and D. 

Letter of 19 September 1854 from Charlotte to Miss Wooler; 
Gaskell B6zs\ S.H.IY. 152-3. 

Letter of 9 August 1854; also letter of 22 August 1854 from 
Charlotte to Miss Wooler; S.H.IY. 145, 148. 

Letter of 19 September 1854 from Charlotte to Miss Wooler; 
S.H.W. 152-3 ; Gaskell B 634-5 and Note i, 634. The best proof 
of the effect of her new life on Charlotte’s work is to be seen 
in the little she did write. 

Letters of 14 September and ii October 1854 from Charlotte to 
Ellen; S.H.IY. 151, 154. See also Reid B. 

Letter of 20 October 1854 from Charlotte to Ellen; S.H.IY. 155. 
Letters of 20 October and 7 November 1854 from Charlotte to 
Ellen; 5.H.IV. 156, 158. 

Letter of 31 October 1854 from Charlotte to Ellen; S.H.IY. 
156-7. 

Letter of 15 November 1854; S.H.IY. 160. 

But see Gaskell B 638. 

Letter of 29 November 1854 from Charlotte to Ellen; Gaskell B 
636-7; S.H.IY. 161-2. 

Letter of 7 December 1854 from Charlotte to Ellen; S.H.IY. 
164-5- 

Letter of 19 January 1855 from Charlotte to EUen; S.H.IY. 171. 
Letter of 14 February 1855 from NichoUs to EUen; ^.H.IV. 174. 
Letter of 21 February 1855; also letter of 15 February 1855 from 
Charlotte to Laetitia Wheelwright; Gaskell B 638; S.H.IY. 
174-5- 

Letter of February 1855 from Charlotte to AmeUa Taylor 
(n^ Ringrose); S.H.IY. 176. 

Letter of 31 March 1855 from NichoUs to EUen; 5.H.IV. 177-8. 
Tabby had died six weeks earlier; Gaskell B 638. 
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Frontispiece: the four brontes 

An engraving of the painting known as ‘the gun group*. Ellen Nussey 
described this as ‘a photograph of an oil painting by Branwell Bronte of him* 
self and sisters when quite a boy’. She identified the figures, from left to right 
as Emily, Charlotte, Branwell, and Anne This group was presumably seen b) 
her when she visited Haworth in the auuimn of 1833, a month or two aftei 
Branwell’s sixteenth birthday (p. 31). 

This group is interesting because it is the only picture in existence of all tht 
Bronte children; because it contains the only knovm full-face portrait of Bran- 
well; because, though an immature piect of work, it foreshadows Branwell’s 
abihty to catch a likeness; and, finally, bee tuse there is good reason for thinking 
that it was a sketch for a more finished group. Of this later group, only the head 
and shoulders of Anne — now in the Naticmal Portrait Gallery m London — still 
remain. The similarity of Anne’s pose in both portraits is marked; and on her 
nght in the later portrait there is plainly to be seen an arm similar m position 
to the left arm of Branwell m the gun group. 

Of the rest of the later group, the portraits of Charlotte and Branwell were 
destroyed by Nicholls because he did not think them good likenesses; and the 
portrait of Emily he gave to Martha Brown. This portrait was seen by SirW. 
Robertson NicoU in Martha’s cottage m 1879, and is mentioned by him in 
Nicoll B, See also Chadwick A; CKS D; and a letter by the Rev. J. J. Sherrard 
in ‘The Kmgs County Chronicle’ m April 1914 m reply to correspondence in 
the ‘Mommg Post’ m March 1914. In this correspondence Mrs. Chadwick 
contended that the single head and shoulders portrait in the National Portrait 
Gallery was of Anne and not of Emily as had hitherto been assumed — a con- 
tention which has since been fairly generally accepted. 

The original of the gun group has not been found. A number of prmts of the 
photograph reproduced here were owned by people in and around Haworth. 
The present photograph was printed m Haworth; and the copy on which Ellen 
Nussey wrote her comments was printed in Simpson. The photograph is repro- 
duced by permission of the Bronte Society. It was taken by Walter Scott. 

MR. BRONTE (facing page 36) 

A photograph, taken late in his hfe, when his white cravat, which grew 
higher with the years, had all but covered his chin. But sufficient of the promi- 
nent chin remains visible to show that, in this at least, Mr. Bronte had left his 
mark on Charlotte. The original is now in the Haworth Parsonage Museum. 
Reproduced by permission of the Bronte Soaety. Photograph by Walter Scott. 

HAWORTH PARSONAGE (facing page 37) 

This is how the parsonage appeared in the time of the Brontes. An addition 
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has since been made to the left-hand side of the house, next to the room occu- 
pied by Mr, Bronte. Photograph by Walter Scott. 

THE YOUNG MEN*S MAGAZINE {facing page 52) 

The title-page of No. 6 (Second Series) for December 1830, and a page of 
text of No. 3 (Second Series) for October 1830. Reproduced exact size. No. 3 
was written on 23 August, and ‘pubhshed* 25 August, just a year after Charlotte 
had taken over the editorship from Branwell (p. 20). In this October number of 
1830 Charlotte assures her readers that the Second Senes ‘is conducted on Hke 
principles with the first; the same eminent authors are also engaged to contri- 
bute tor it*. No. 6 was the second issue to appear in December. Now in the 
Bronte Parsonage Museum. Reproduced by permission of the Bronte Society. 
Photographs by Walter Scott. 

ROB HEAD SCHOOL {facing page 53) 

A pencil sketch by Charlotte when she was at school — probably during her 
first period there, 1831-2. Now in the Bronte Parsonage Museum. Reproduced 
by permission of the Bronte Society. Photograph by Walter Scott. 

CHARLOTTE, EMILY, AND ANNE {facing page I48) 

Painted by Branwell about 1834-5, and now in the Nauonal Portrait Gal- 
lery, London. The order, from left to right, is Anne, Emily and Charlotte. 
Although the execution is crude, Branwell has caught a good likeness of all 
three girls — the overhanging forehead, large mouth, prominent chin, and 
bright, intelligent eyes of Charlotte, and the prominent mouths and large, 
liquid eyes of Emily and Anne (pp. 35-6, 301, 303). Reproduced by permission 
of the Director of the National Portrait Gallery. 

LAW HILL, SOUTHOWRAM, BETWEEN BRIGHOUSE AND HALIFAX {focitlg page I49) 
Only the shell of this buildmg now remains, but the front view, shown here, 
is much as Emily must have known it when she taught at the school in 1837 
(pp. 60-1). Photograph by Walter Scott. 

HAWORTH MOOR {facing p. 164) 

The track on the right, which still exists, is the one taken by the Brontes on 
their walks to ‘The Meeting of the Waters’ (p. 36). The dip of the valley 
through which the beck runs can be seen in the centre background. Photograph 
by Walter Scott. 

Emily’s dog, keeper {facing p. 165) 

Emily made water-colour sketches of the hawk. Hero, and of Keeper, a 
cross between a mastiff and bulldog (pp. 78, 84, 145-6, 234). The originals of 
both are now in the Haworth Parsonage Museum. The sketch of Keeper is in- 
scribed ‘Keeper from Life, April 24th, 1^8. Emily Jane Bronte . Reproduced 
by permission of the Bronte Society. Pl&ograph by Walter Scott. 

THE PENSIONNAT HEGER {facing p. 26o) 

The garden of the pensionnat has been greatly altered since the Bronte sisters 
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were there in 1842; but the berceau on the left of the photograph still remains. It 
formed part of the alUe difendue up and down which Charlotte and Emily 
paced slowly in their free hours, the younger sister leaning on Charlotte’s arm 
(pp. 1 12-14). Photograph by Walter Scott. 

BRANWELL {facing p. 261) 

This IS the medallion made by Leyland at Halifax in April 1846 (p. 196). It 
gives a good idea of Branwell’s fine forehead and less impressive chin. Repro- 
duced by permission of the Bronte Soaety. Photograph by Walter Scott. 

A GONDAL POEM {facing p. 2']6) 

Entitled ‘R. Alcona to S. Brenzaida and dated 3 March 1845, but better 
known as ‘Cold m the earth’. It is one of Emily’s finest love lyrics. Occupying 
part of two pages m the little notebool^ mto which Emily transcribed 2JI her 
best Gondal poems. Reproduced exact si/.e. Now in the British Museum (Smi ch 
Bequest). In both notebooks — of Gonda and purely personal poems (p. 192) — 
Ennly used this small and sometimes almost illegible script. Reproduced by 
permission of the Director of the Br tish Museum. Photograph by R. 8. 
Fleming. 

ANNE {facing p. 2J7) 

A water-colour sketch by Charlotte dated 17 June 1834, when Anne was 
fourteen, and when Charlotte was still fired with the hope of becommg an 
artist (p. 31). Ongmal now in the Bronte Parsonage Museum. Reproduced by 
permission of the Bronte Soaety. Photograph by Walter Scott. 
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A little whiky 61-2 
Abbotsford, 301 
Abernethy, John, 19 
Adelaide (a goose), 78, 106, 179 
Aesop's Fables y 18 

Agnes Grey, 210, 222, 229, 231, 255, 
259» 304 

Ahy why because the dazzling 147- 
9 

Airedale, 92 

All day Vve toiledy 146-7 
Alice defendue [Pensionnat Heger), 114, 
136 

Ambleside, 80, 308 
Angria, 17, 20, 21, 22, 23, 24, 28, 29, 
30, 31, 32, 37, 38, 43» 44, 45, 46, 48, 
59, 74, 75, 76, 79, 96, 99, 116, 124, 
202, 216, 300, 307 
Arabian Nights y Thcy 23 
Arnold, Matthew, 303 
Arnold, Mrs. Thomas, 303 
Arran, Isle of, 19, 22 
Ashantees, 17 

Ashanti Confederacy, The, 16 
Ashanti Wars, 16 

Athink Royal (Academy for Boys), 
Brussels, 113, 114, 157, 201 
Athenaeunty The, 302 
Atkinson, Thomas, 2 
Audubon, J. J., 40 
Austen, Jane, 233, 250-2 
Aye there it is! 370 

Aykroyd, Tabitha (Tabby), 15, 22, 
33 , 37 , 64, 71, 76, 78, 103, III, 123, 
129, 140, 141, 146, 175, 179, 230, 
306, 31 1 

Aylott and Jones, 194, 210, 220, 260 

Balzac, Honore de, 77 
Bank of England, The, 324 
Barber of Seuilky The, 258 


Bath, 59 

Bell, Acton, 194, 210, 220, 256, 259, 
260, 304, 305 

Bell, Currer, 194, 210, 220, 223, 23 £, 
252, 255, 256, 257, 259, 260, 26 f, 

298, 299, 304, 305, 315 

Bell, Ellis, 194, 210, 220, 256, 259, 26 (, 
279, 304, 305 
BeWs Life in Londotty 43 
Bentmck, Lord William, 19 
Bethlehem Hospital, 324 
Bewick, Thomas, 40 
Bible, The, 23, 49, 200 
Birkenhead, 191 
Birstall, 34, 85, 230, 262 
Black Bull, The (Haworth), 3, 24, 
32, 37, Uy 59, 79, 206, 208, 209 
Blackwood's MagazinCy 18, 28, 40, 43, 
106 

Blake Hall (Mirfield), 66, 78, 88, 103 
Blanche, Mile., 115, 116, 133, 139, 
200, 201 

Boswell, James, 40 
Bradford, 2, 37, 44, 59, 66, 79, 83, 88, 
90, 178, 213 
Branwell, Charlotte, 85 
Branwell, Elizabeth (Aunt Branwell), 
2, 6 , 7, 9 , II, 12, 13, 19, 22, 28, 30, 
31, 32, 34, 35, 36, 37- 38, 39, 40, 
41, 52, 64, 66, 72, 77, 83, 90, loi, 
106, 107, 108, 109, no, Illy 123, 
125, 126, 150, 165, 176, 178, 197, 
212, 232, 234 
Bridlington, 72, 73, loi 
British EssayistSy They 40 
British Museum, The, 216 
Bronte, Anne, bom at Thornton 
(1820), 2; move to Haworth (1820), 
2-4; her inclination to pensiveness 
fostered by home atmosphere after 
the deaths of Mana and Elizabeth 
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Bronte, Anne— 

(1825), 13; she is affected by her 
aunt’s Methodist teaching, 13-14; 
plays a minor part in the Angrian 
games, 16-19; sne and Emily break 
away and begin the Gondal game 
(1831) 24; she is taught by Charlotte 
and also learns drawing and music 
(1832-3), 30-2; her voice weak but 
very sweet, 33; she composes some 
songs, 33; her preference for play- 
ing in the garden with Emily, 33; 
she is described by Ellen (1833), 36; 
is her aunt’s favourite mece, 36; her 
shyness overcome by Ellen, 36; her 
special place on the moors, 36; she 
becomes livelier out of doors, 36; 
her life (1833-4), 38; description by 
Branwell, written by Charlotte, 39; 
begins to walk to the library at 
Keighley, 40; replaces Emily at Roe 
Head (1835), 42; sees little of Char- 
lotte, 45, 53; she and Emily almost 
inseparable during hohdays, 51; 
influence of Cowper on her, 52-3; 
her pensiveness begins to turn into 
melancholy — the fear of damnation 
begins to cause her deep distress, 53; 
her health breaks down soon after 
the school moves to Dewsbury 
Moor, 62-3; Charlotte reproaches 
Miss Wooler, and both she and Anne 
go home (1837), 63; takes part in 
hunger strike because of Tabby, 64; 
insists on taking a governess’s post, 

66; leaves for Blake Hall (1839), 68; 
Charlotte’s dismal report of her life 
there, 68; her stammer, 69; she is 
unhappy, 78-9; Charlotte’s con- 
cern for her, 79; she loses her heart 
to Weightman, 82; returns home 
(1840), 88; he flirts with her, no; 
she takes another post, at Thorp 
Green (i 841 ), 94; her birthday note . 
(30 July 1841), i02r-3; Charlotte ^ 
still worried about her, 94; she is 
again wretched, 94; partly because 
of loneliness, 94-5; partly because 


of morbid religious fears, 95; her 
dreams of Weightman, 96; she 
writes them out in Gondal poems, 
98-9; she and Emily begin the Gon- 
dal prose chronicles (1841), 99; her 
view of Charlotte’s Brussels plan, 
109; her resignation to the death 
of Weightman (1842), 125-6; gets 
Branwell a post at Thorp Green, 
126; back at Haworth for Christ- 
mas (1843) with Flossy, 143; is 
highly valued by the Robinson 
girls, 143; her reaction to the failure 
of the school plan, 151; she is 
alarmed by Branwell’s behaviour 
at Thorp Green, 151; her fears 
turn to horror (1844), 163; comes 
back from Thorp Green for good 
(1845), 165; wants Emily to sec 
Scarborough, and arranges trip 
there, 167; but Charlotte objects, 
and the two girls go to York in- 
stead, 167; she tells Charlotte why 
she gave up her post, 168; and of 
Branwell’s misbehaviour, 169; she 
is horrified by his excesses at home, 
but does not blame him, 172; she 
writes her day-dreams into I love 
the silent hours of night, 172; and 
While on my lonely couch I lie, 173; 
but she also bewails her empty life 
in O God! if this indeed be all, 164; 
her biographical paper on Emily’s 
birthday (1845), 175-6; her fears for 
Branwell’s soul, and her joy in his 
occasional bouts of repentance 
shown in I mourn with thee, and yet 
rejoice, 176-7; a growing sense 
that It is her duty to make him an 
example to others, 177, 189; pain- 
ful hesitations of conscience, 179; 
she shows her poems to Charlotte, 
194; they lack melody, unity and 
distinction, 219; Charlotte on her 
as writer, 238; takes die name of 
Acton Bell when the Poems are 
published, 194; takes sides with 
Emily when Charlotte criticizes her 
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Bronte, Anne — cont, 
attitude about railway shares, 197; 
her philosophical calm begins to 
break under the strain of Branwell 
at home and the friction between 
Charlotte and Emily, 197-8; ex- 
presses her unhappmess in Why 
should such gloomy silence reign, 198; 
Branwell’s view of her, 126, 203; 
the Robmson girls still writing 
regularly to her (1846), 205; Char- 
lotte broaches her plan to write 
novels, and Anne reshapes her Pas- 
sages in the Life of an Individual mto 
Agnes Grey, 202; the Poems fail, but 
Agnes Grey is accepted by Newby, 
210; she IS to meet EUen at Keigh- 
ley, but the visit falls through, 218; 
she decides to write her moraHty 
story The Tenant of Wildfell Hall 
despite protests, 221-2; Agnes Grey 
pubhshed (1847), 231; analysis of 
Agnes Grey, 231; difficulty in re- 
covering health after influenza 
(1847-8), 254; she finishes The 
Tenant of Wildfell Hall (1848), 255; 
her unfittedness for the task, 255-6; 
analysis of the book, 221, 256; it is 
published, 256; her annoyance at 
Newby’s attempts to pass off her 
books as Charlotte’s, 255-6; she 
and Charlotte go post-haste to 
London, and see Smith Elder prove 
their separate identities, 256-7; they 
are taken to the Opera, 257-8; her 
calm, 258; she adds a Preface to the 
next edition of The Tenant of Wild- 
fell Hall, insistmg that Acton Bell 
is not Currer or Ellis, 259; unfav- 
ourable notices, imputing un- 
worthy motives to her give her 
pain, 259, 270; the Robinson girls, 
who still write often, visit her at 
Haworth, 265, 278; Charlotte’s 
fears for her after Branwell’s death, 
268; her inability to comfort Char- 
lotte during Eniily’s illness, 271-2; 
her own sorrow calmed by Chris- 

401 


tian resignation, 272, 283; her 
health begins to fail just before 
Emily’s death, 277; the doctor says 
there is no hope (1849), 278; her 
calm and willmgness to be helped 
comforts Charlotte, 279-80; she 
takes innumerable unpleasant reme- 
dies to please her, 280; asks to be 
taken to Scarborough, 280; but 
Charlotte and her father oppose it, 
280-1; her letter to Ellen, 281-2; 
her surprise at Charlotte’s lack if 
enthusiasm for the project, 282-3; 
she grows much weaker, 283; but 
IS finally allowed to go with Chi< r- 
lotte and Ellen, 283; description of 
last days (1849), 283-6; her char- 
acter, 286-7; ber last poem, A 
dreadful darkness closes in, 287-8; 
Caroline of Shirley a romanticized 
synthesis of Anne and Ellen, 293; 
Charlotte goes through her papers 
(1850), prepares a new edition of 
Agnes Grey, and writes a Memoir, 
304-5; memories of her and the 
others cause Charlotte bitter grief, 
306-7 

Bronte, Charlotte, her birth at Thorn- 
ton (1816), 2; move to Haworth 
(1820), 2-4; rephes sententiously 
to her father’s questions, 10; is 
sent to the Clergy Daughters’ 
School at Cowan 13 ridge (1824), 
12; her popularity there, 13; 
fetched home by her father (1825), 
12; the deaths of Maria and Eliza- 
beth leave her the eldest chdd, 13; 
her distress at the fate of Maria, 13; 
she is mtroduced to Methodism, 13; 
her description of Miss Branwell’s 
Methodist magazines, 23 ; she makes 
up her mind to advance all the 
Brontes, 14; her desenption of 
their games, 15-19; her paragraph 
on the passing of the Catholic 
Emancipation Bill (1827), 19-20; 
she takes a promment part in the 
Angrian games, 20-1 ; her Httlc 
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Bronte, Charlotte — cent. 
manuscript books, 21; early de- 
velopment of character in her An- 
grian stories, 23 ; she goes to school 
at Roe Head (1831), 24; meets 
Mary Taylor and Ellen Nussey, 25; 
they desenbe her, 25; her good 
general knowledge, 25; does not 
play games, 26; works hard, 264 
talks much of her dead sisters, 26-7; 
soon becomes top of the school, 27; 
tells horrific tales in the dormitory, 
27; hears about the Luddite riots, 
27-8; leaves Roe Head (1832), 29; 
effect of the school on her, 29-30; 
begins teaching Emily and Anne, 
30; persuades her father to let them 
all take drawmg lessons, 30-1; 
hopes to earn money this way, but 
is disappointed, 31; encourages 
Branwell, and visits an art exhibi- 
tion with him at Leeds, 31; is 
indulgent to Branwell, 32; letters 
to Ellen and Mary, 34; visits Ellen, 
34-5; desenbed by Ellen when 
she returns the visit (1833), 36; on 
the moors with her sisters and 
friend, 36; more letters to her 
friends, and more Angrian tales, 37; 
she describes Branwell (1834), 38-9; 
her view of herself and sisters as 
seen by Branwell, 39; reads a great 
deal, 40; recommends a course of 
reading to Ellen, 40; agam visits 
her, 40-1; announces the future 
plans of the family, 41; returns to 
Roe Head as teacher, accompanied 
by Emily (1835), 42; her plans dis- 
appointed, 42; her sense of duty 
forbids frequent visits to her 
friends, 44-5; her Tory views 
roughly handled at Mary’s home, 
45; Mary’s father increases her in- 
terest in French, 45; she becomes 
melancholy at school, 45-6; her 
diary entries, 46-9; her letters to 
Ellen, 49-51; temporary recovery 
of spirits during summer holidays 


at home (1836), 51; another re- 
lapse, and more letters to Ellen, 
51-3; she writes to Southey, en- 
closing some poems, 54; his reply 
(1837), 54-5; she writes again, 55-7; 
Southey’s second letter, 57; still 
writing Angrian stories, 59; her un- 
happiness increases, and she again 
writes to Ellen, 59-60; the school 
moves to Dewsbury, 60; her long- 
ing for Ellen, 60; criticisms of Miss 
Wooler, 60; she upbraids her for 
neglect of Aime’s health, 63; her 
own health fails, and shp leaves the 
school (1838), 64; a happy time at 
the parsonage, 64-5; her fear of 
consumption, 65; she has an un- 
expected proposal of marriage, 66- 
8; goes to Stonegappe as governess 
(1839), 69; her dissatisfaction, 69- 
70; she returns home, 71; goes to 
Bridlington with Ellen, 72; the 
effect of the sea on her, 72; she has 
a second proposal of marriage, 73; 
stops writing Angrian stories, and 
begms a novel, 74-6; sends part of 
the novel to Wordsworth, he criti- 
cizes it, and she writes no more 
(1840), 76; reads French novels lent 
by Mary’s father, 77; her fears for 
Branwell’s future, 80; she is at- 
tracted by a new curate, William 
Weightman, 82-7; is still unsettled 
about her writmg, 87; criticism of 
Branwell for working on the rail- 
way, 88; goes to Rawdon as gov- 
erness (1841), 92; IS again unhappy, 
92-4; plans to open her own school, 
loo-i; becomes more ambitious, 
and thmks of studying abroad, loi- 
2, 106^-7; broaches the subject to 
Miss Branwell, and asks for help, 
107-8; Miss Branwell agrees, Char- 
lotte is triumphant, 108-10; she 
^leaves Rawdon, no; Charlotte, 
Emily and Mr. Bronte leave for 
Brussels (1842), in; Charlotte in 
London, 112; arrival at the Pension- 
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nat Heger, 112; her bigotry and 
unfriendliness, 113; always speaks 
for Emily, 114; a difficult guest 
when invited out, 114; more m- 
sularity, 115; speaal lessons with 
M. Heger, n6-i8; criticism of the 
staff, 115-16; but she is contented 
with the hfe, 116, 120; her admira- 
tion for H%er, 1 16-18; her pro- 
gress in French, 118-19; and Ger- 
man, 1 19; she becomes English 
mistress at the Pensionnat, 120; she 
refuses a good post m England, 120; 
decides to go home because of Miss 
Branwell’s serious illness, 12 1-2; 
news of Miss BranwelFs death, 
122; Charlotte and Emily back at 
the parsonage (1842), 122; Char- 
lotte in good spirits though uncer- 
tain of her future, 126; H($ger urges 
Mr. Bronte to let the girls return, 
127-8; Charlotte decides to go 
back, 129; her efforts to get Ellen 
as compamon, 129; she returns to 
Brussels alone (1843), 129-30; an 
adventure in London, 131; her satis- 
faction at the Pensionnaty 13 1-2; 
gives English lessons to H^ger, 132; 
criticises the girls, staff and Madame 
Heger, 132-3; but is still glad to be 
at the school, 133-4; is pleased with 
Hdger’s gifts, 134; her poem, Master 
and Pupil, 134-5; growmg hostihty 
of Madame Hdger, 135; Heger be- 
comes aloof, 135-6; Charlotte’s 
spirits begin to fail, 137; she feels 
homesick, but stays on, 137; is de- 
pressed during school holidays, and 
goes to the confessional, 138-9; 
suffers from hypochondria, 140; 
gives notice, but is persuaded to 
withdraw it, 141; gives notice 
again, and leaves for home (1844), 
142; her regret at leaving H^er, 
143; feels she is stagnatmg at Ha- 
worth, 143-4; discovers limitations 
in her friendship with Ellen, and 
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with Emily, 144-5; develops an- 
other school plan — ^this time at 
home, 1 50; she has circulars printed, 
but no pupils can be found, 150-1; 
her disappointment and sense of 
frustration, 153-4; she writes to 
H^ger, 154-6; he does not reply, 
and she writes again, 156-7; ffie 
advises Ellen about marriage, 159; 
her own preoccupation with this 
subject, 159-60; Mary returns from 
Brussels without a reply fr< )m 
Heger, 160; Charlotte writes again, 
1 60-1; there is no reply, and ler 
unhappiness grows, 161-2; las 
thoughts of going abroad, 161; 
Mary urges her to leave home, but 
she refuses (1845), 162; her monot- 
onous life, 162-3; sh^ praises Emily 
for mvcstmg their legacies in railway 
shares, 165; mild reception of new 
curate, A. B. NichoUs (1845), 165; 
but this largely due to receipt of 
letter from Heger, 165; also pleased 
by Anne’s decision to leave Thorp 
Green, 165-6; reproves the curates, 
166; arranges to go to Hathersage 
where Ellen is prepanng the house 
for her brother, 166; alters pro- 
posed trip of Emily and Aime, 167; 
enjoys her visit and stays another 
week, 167; returns in good spirits, 
readmg French newspapers and 
chattmg to Frenchman in tram, 
168; finds Branwell m disgrace, 
dismissed from Thorp Green, 169; 
sends him to North Wales, 169; her 
disgust and contempt, 170-2; m- 
fluence of Branwell on her hfe, 
188-9; lus presence at home stops 
school plan and her wish to go 
abroad agam, 190; she thmks of 
writmg a novel, 190; Branwell’s 
proposed novel helps to set her 
mmd in this direction, 191-2; she 
discovers Emily’s poems, 192; is 
impressed by them, and determines 
to publish poems by the sisters, 
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192-3; is rebuked by Emily but 
wins her over, 193-4; writes to 
Chambers of Edinburgh, then to 
Aylott and Jones, who agree to 
ublish at author’s expense, 194; 
er own poetry pedestrian, with 
debased poetic vocabulary, 164, 
219; more complaints about Bran- 
well, 195; his state after she returns 
from short visit to Ellen, 195; her 
feeling for Emily grows, 197; 
ftiction between them over rail- 
way shares and about Heger, 197; 
she does not hear from Hdger, 
spends a wretched summer (1845), 
198; writes again to H^ger, 198- 
201 ; he asks her to send future let- 
ters to the Ath^nee, 201 ; she breaks 
with him, 202; begins to write out 
her unhappiness in The Professor^ 
202; discusses novels with Emily 
and Anne, 202; gradual change in 
her relations with Ellen, 202-3; 
more complaints of Branwell, 203, 
205-6; she hurts his feelings, 208-9; 
her responsibiUty for his decline, 
209; the Poems pubhshed but fail 
(1846), 210; T 7 /e Professor rejected, 
210; she denies a rumour that she 
is to marry NichoUs, 210; goes with 
Emily to Manchester to find eye 
surgeon and lodgings, 21 1; returns 
with her father, who has operation 
for cataract, 21 1; her misery in the 
lodgings, 211-12; The Professor 
again rejected, and she begins Jane 
Eyre, 213; she is worried by Anne’s 
health, 213; more complaints of 
Branwell, 213; asks Ellen to stay 
but js disappointed, 218; tells Ellen 
her youth has gone, and nothmg to 
show for it, 219; her treatment of 
Emily’s poems, 219-20; her letter 
to famous authors, enclosing a copy 
of the unsold Poems, 220; she tries 
to prevent Anne from vmting The 
Tenant of Wildfell Hall, 221-2; The 


Professor again rejected, but with 
an encouraging letter from Smith, 
Elder, 222; she finishes Jane Eyre 
and sends it to them, it is accepted 
and proves an instant success (1847), 
222-3 1 she tells her father, 223 ; be- 
gins correspondence with Williams, 
the Smith Elder reader, 229-30; 
analysis of Jane Eyre, 223-9; com- 
parison with Wuthering Heights, 
232-3; she writes Branwell mto 
Crimsworth of The Professor, 235; 
her lack of understanding of 
Wuthering Heights, 236-7; and of 
Emily, although she desires a 
closer relationship, 237-8, 293; her 
reaction to the success of Jane Eyre, 
249; she corresponds vath well- 
known authors, including G. H. 
Lewes, 249-50; he recommends 
Jane Austen’s work as a model, but 
Charlotte is critical, 250-2; she 
dedicates second edition of Jane 
Eyre to Thackeray (1848), 252; it 
causes gossip, 252; her views of 
Rochester, the maniac, and Mira- 
beau, 253-4; niore fears for Anne 
after all have had influenza, 254; 
more bad reports of Branwell, 254- 
5; she begins another novel, 255; 
a third edition of Jane Eyre carries 
her disclaimer of the authorship of 
Wuthering Heights and Agnes Grey, 
255; she hears rumours that The 
Tenant of Wildfell Hall is also bemg 
attributed to her, 256; she and Anne 
at once visit London to prove their 
separate identities, 256-7; they meet 
Smith and WilUams, 257; are taken 
to the Opera, 257-8; return home 
laden with books, 258; comparison 
by Charlotte of Rochester, Hunt- 
ingdon and Heathcliff, 259-60; 
/ trouble with Emily about revela- 
tion of her name, 260-1; Charlotte 
also wants to be known by her pen 
name, 261; largely because of the 
use she has made of local people in 
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her books, 261; she asks Ellen to 
deny rumours that she has written 
a book, 26I--2; her satisfaction at 
this time (1848), 263 ; has no inkling 
of Branwelfs serious illness, 263; 
criticism of Mrs. Robinson, 265; 
dcscripaon of Branwell’s change 
just before death, 266; she falls ill 
when he dies, 266; her remorse and 
grief, 266; but she does not reveal 
It, 266; her sententiousness about 
Branwell, 267; her fears for Emily, 
268-9; realizes that she is very ill, 
270; her agony at Emily’s refusal to 
discuss her illness or accept help, 
270-1 ; finds no comfort from Anne 
or her father, 271-2; the different 
natures of Charlotte and Emily, 
272-3; Charlotte writes secretly to 
a London doctor, 274-5; her de- 
spair, 275; description of Emily’s 
death, 275 ; she notices that Anne is 
ill, 277-8; will not accept the 
doctor’s diagnosis, 278; writes 
secretly for another opinion, 279; 
her grief for Emily, 279; continues 
Shirley but without pleasure, 279; 
comforted by Anne’s meek accept- 
ance of her attentions, 280; opposes 
her wish to go to Scarborough, 
280-3; but finally goes with her 
and Ellen, 283 ; overcome by Anne’s 
death, 285-6; description of Anne, 
286; Charlotte’s sense of desola- 
tion and futihty, 289-90; continues 
Shirley at Filey and Easton, 290; 
goes home alone, 290-1 ; continues 
writing in attempt to overcome 
, sorrow, 292; finishes Shirley (1849), 
292; insists on retaining safire on 
curates, 292-3; analysis of Shirley, 
293-4; a new admirer, James Tay- 
lor, 294; visits London, meets 
Thackeray, 294-7; who ignores her 
wish to remain Currer Bell, 295; 
meets Harriet Martincau, 297-8; 
her authorship becomes known in 

21) 405 


Yorkshire, 298; disappointed by 
attitude of curates, 298-9; meets 
Mrs. Gaskell (i?’5o), 299, 302-3; 
and G. H. Lewes, 300-1; George 
Smith’s view of her, 301; they go 
to Scotland, 301-2; correspondence 
with Sydney Dobell, 303-6; goes 
through her sisters’ papers and rc- 
pubhshes Wuthering Heights and 
Aqnes Grey with a memoir, 304; 
her suffermgs at home, 306-8; The 
Pfo/essor again rejected, 308; she 
begins ViIJetfe‘ 308; visits Harriet 
Martmeau m Ambleside, 30^; 
friendship with Smith, 308-10; and 
Taylor, 310; who proposes but .s 
discouraged, 310; another London 
visit (1851), 310-11; hears Thack- 
eray lecture, secs Rachel, famous 
preachers, and the Great Exhibi- 
tion, 311; then to Mrs. Gaskell at 
Manchester, 3 1 1 ; another wretched 
winter in the parsonage, 311-13; 
difficulty in fimshing Villctte, 312- 
13; falls ill after death of Emily’s 
Keeper, 3 14-1 5 ; to Filey to recuper- 
ate, 315; abandons London visit 
because Villette still unfinished, 
316; invites Ellen for a visit, im- 
proves, and finishes Villette, 316; 
renewed mtcrest in Taylor, now 
in India, 317-18; Nicholls pro- 
poses (1852), 318-19; she refuses 
him at her father’s wish, 319-20; 
visits London just before publica- 
tion of Villette (1853), 320; a quiet 
time, 324; analysis of Villette, 320-4; 
returns to find dispute between 
Nicholls and her father unresolved, 
324-5; breaks with Harriet Martm- 
eau because of her criticism of 
Villette, 325-6; visits Mrs. Gaskell 
again at Manchester, 327; a diffi- 
cult guest, 327-9; is agam ill and 
miserable at home, 329; begins to 
correspond with Nicholls, who has 
left the parish, 329-30; Mrs. Gas- 
kell visits Haworth, 330; Charlotte 
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Bronte, Charlotte — cont, 
becomes engaged to NichoUs, 330; 
her own and her friends* doubts, 
331; but she marries (1854), 331; 
honeymoon in Ireland, 331; finds 
unexpected contentment, 332; 
catches chill, falls ill, and dies, (1855) 
332 

Bronte, Duke of (Viscount Nelson), i 

Bronte, Elizabeth, 2, 10, ii, 12, 13, 
26, 65, 94, 229, 254 

Bronte, Emily Jane, bom at Thorn- 
ton (1818), 2; move to Haworth 
(1820), 2-4; typical reply to Mr. 
Bronte’s question, 10; is sent to 
Clergy Daughters* School at Co- 
wan Bridge (1824), 1 1 ; made some- 
thing of a pet, 1 3 ; fetched home by 
her father (1825), 12; effect on her 
of the deaths of Maria and Ehza- 
beth, 13; her part in the Angrian 
games, 16-19; she breaks away, 
and begms the Gondal game with 
Anne (1831), 24; difference be- 
tween the two games, 21-2; her 
reaction to Miss Bran well’s Metho- 
dist teachings, 24; she is taught by 
Charlotte (1832), 30; learns drawing, 
30-1; has pianoforte lessons, 31-2; 
becomes quite an accomplished 
pianist, 32-3; described by Ellen 
(1833), 35-6; her reserve melts out- 
side the house, 36; plays hostess to 
Ellen, 36-7; says she likes her, 37; 
her daily hfe, 37; is not devoted to 
her work, as her diary entry (1834) 
shows, 3 3 ; Branwell’s view of her 
at sixteen (written by Charlotte), 
39; goes to Roe Head with Char- 
lotte (1835), 41 J her dechne, and 
early return home, 42; she and Anne 
dose compamons, 51; rejects doc- 
trine of predestination, 52; goes as 
teacher to Law Hill (1837), 60; ap 
early poem, A little while, 6i-€; 
Charlotte’s description of her life at 
Law Hill, 60; she again pmes, and is 
sent home, 60-1; her views on 


religion (1838), 65; takes over 
much of the housework, 71, 78; 
writes I am the only being whose 
doom (1839), 71-2; There was a time 
when my cheek burned, 72-3; That 
wind, I used to hear it swelling, 78; 
relaxes with the new curate, 
Weightman, 82; nicknamed ‘The 
Major’ as guardian of Ellen from 
his attentions, 82; writes If grief for 
grief can touch thee (1840), 83; teases 
Charlotte, and shows off Keeper, 
84; hears Branwell’s local tales from 
Luddenden Foot (1841), 90; de- 
velopment of her imagmation m 
solitude, 90; writes In summer s meU 
low midnight, 91; states her faith in 
Riches I hold in light esteem, 92; stiU 
plays the Gondal game with Anne, 
and writes Gondal poems which act 
as emotional outlets, 96-7, 99; they 
begm the Gondal prose chronicles 
(1841), 99; writes Light up thy halls, 
97-8; Shall earth no more inspire thee, 
103-4; I around me tombstones 
grey, 104-5; Charlotte plans a 
school to be run by the sisters, loi; 
Emily’s views on it given in her 
birthday note (30 July 1841), 105- 
6; is not pleased by Charlotte’s later 
idea of studying in Brussels, 109, 
iii; she, Charlotte, and Mr. Bronte 
leave for Brussels (1842), iii; she 
and Charlotte do not mix with the 
girls in the Pensionnat, 113; she 
rarely speaks to anyone, 114; her 
old-fasluoned clothes, 114; her 
silence aiitagomzes their acquaint- 
ances, 1 1 4-1 5, 12 1 ; her unhappi- 
ness, 115-16; she and Charlotte 
given special lessons by Heger, 118; 
she objects to his plan to improve 
their French, 118; she works ‘like a 
horse’, 119; Hager’s high opinion 
of her, ii5h*2o; she makes progress, 
120; is made junior music mistress, 
120; sudden return home with 
Charlotte because of Miss Bran- 
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Bronte, Emily Jane — conL 
well’s illness, 121-2; her happiness 
to be home again (1842), 126; Ellen 
thinks she has changed, 127; her 
determination not to return to 
Brussels, 129; Charlotte’s picture of 
her at Haworth, 140; she accuses 
herself of idleness (1843), 146; but 
studies and docs the housework, 

146; she does not sympathise with 
Charlotte’s regrets at leaving Brus- 
sels, 145; her liking for animals, 
145-6; characteristic of the self- 
sufficient, 145; she spends much 
time in reverie as well as work, 146- 
7; from which come more poems. 

All day Vve toiled, 146-7; Ah, why 
because the dazzling sun, 147-9; her 
struggle for complete autonomy 
shown m Often rebuked, yet always 
hack returning, 149; the failure of 
Charlotte’s new school plan abol- 
ishes the remnants of Emily’s ambi- 
tion, and she writes, When weary 
with the long day scare (1844), 15 1-2; 
and O, thy bright eyes must answer 
now, 152-3; she is the most con- 
tented of the four Bront& (1845), 

163; analysis of her poems, 163-4; 
she invests the sisters’ legacies in 
railway shares, 165; her excursion 
with Anne to York, 167; tells 
Charlotte she may stay an extra 
week at Hathersage, 167; Anne’s 
biographical note on Emily’s birth- 
day (1845), 175-6; Emily’s birth- 
day note, 178-9; her attitude to 
Branwell, 179-83, 189, 209, 216; 
and his to her, 203 ; she writes Cold 
in the earth, 181-2; How beautiful the 
earth, 183-4; Silent is the House, 184- 
6; Enough of T'hought, Philosopher, 
187-8; her duahty of character, 186; 
ability to convey the mystical ex- 
perience, 186-7; her poems dis- 
covered by Charlotte, 192; her 
anger, 193; she is persuaded to let 
them be published, 194; chooses 

2 D * 407 


nom de plume of Ellis Bell, 194; 
causes of friction with Charlotte, 
196-7; but actual clash comes over 
railway shares — her obstinacy, 197; 
she begins to write a novel, 202, 
209; goes with Charlotte to Man- 
chester to find eye surgeon for her 
father (1846), 21 1; plans to meet 
Ellen at Keighley, 218; Charlotte’s 
opmion and treatment of her poems, 
219-20, 304-5; Wuthering Height 
fimshed, 210, 221; another novel 
begun? 221; Wuthering Height: 
accepted, 210; andpubhshed (1847) 
229, 231; analysis of Wuthering 
Heights and comparison with Jam 
Eyre, 231-48; Charlotte on Emil) 
as writer, 238; Emily the model foj 
Shirley, 255, 293; is annoyed b) 
charlotte’s revelation of her ident- 
ity to Smith Elder, 260-1; catches 
chill at her brother’s funeral, 268; 
It turns to inflammation of the lungs, 
268-70; her reception of unfavour- 
able review, 269-70; she refuses all 
help, 268-74; or to see a doctor, 
274; until the last moment, 275; her 
death (1848), 275; her No coward 
soul is mine, 275-6; her death day 
constantly recalled by Charlotte, 
279; Anne’s sorrow, 283; Char- 
lotte goes tlirough her papers, and 
republishes Wuthering Heights with 
a memoir, 304-5; memones of her 
haunt Charlotte, 306-7 
Bronte, Maria, 2, 4, 9, 10, ii, 12, 13, 
26, 65, 79, 94, 229, 254 
Bronte, Mrs. Patrick (Maria Bran- 
well), I, 2, 4, 6, 7, 9, 10, 23, 37 
Bronte, Patrick Branwell, bom at 
Thornton {1817), 2; move to Ha- 
worth (1820), 2-4; effect on him 
of the deaths of Maria and Elizabeth 
(1825), 13 ; defies his father’s ban on 
friendships with the village boys, 
14; his box of soldiers begins the 
Anglian games (1826), 1^18; he 
plays a leading part in the Angnan 
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Bronte, Patrick Branwell — cont, 
writings, 18-21; his writing shows 
unusual facility, 23; he begins to 
frequent the Black Bull as enter- 
tainer when Charlotte goes to Roe 
Head (1831), 24; walks over to see 
her, and writes often, 28; still writ- 
ing Angrian tales, mostly revolu- 
tions, battles, etc., 29; he shows 

E romise as portrait painter, takes 
ssons in Leeds (1833), 31; de- 
velops a passion for the organ and 
the flute, 32; no serious effort made 
to control his widespread enthusi- 
asms or misuse of his time, 32; he 
escorts Charlotte to Ellen’s home, 
is very taken with it, 34; mock de- 
scription of him by Charlotte 
(1834), 38-9; his view of his sisters 
(also written by Charlotte), 39; 
joins an artistic, hard-drinking set 
of young men from near-by towns, 
37; asks the secretary of the Royal 
Academy if he can become a pupil 
(1835), 41; memorizes the names 
and position of London streets, 42; 
goes to London, 42-3 ; does not join 
the Academy, 43 ; a possible reason, 
43; he tries unsuccessfully to con- 
tribute to Blackwood's, 43-4; still 
writes Angrian stories, and tells 
Charlotte about them, 48; adds to 
general gaiety when Ellen visits 
parsonage (1836), 51; has fits of 
melancholy, due partly to Cowper’s 
poems, partly to the Methodist 
teaching of his aunt, 52; sends a 
specimen of his poetry to Words- 
worth (1837), 57-8; his letter un- 
answered, 58-9; he joins the 
Masonic Lodge at Haworth, 59; 
still visiting his cronies at Bradford, 
Keighley, etc., painting, writing 
poems and Angrian talcs, 59; joins 
a local school as teacher, 60; but^ 
soon leaves it in dudgeon, 62; 
begins to drink hard, 62; joins in 
more gaiety at the parsonage (1838), 


65; resumes painting lessons in 
Leeds, then sets up for himself in 
Bradford, 66; returns home abrupt- 
ly, leaving debts and unfinished 
pictures (1839), 66; supports Char- 
lotte’s fight to take a holiday by the 
sea, 72; break-up of the Angrian 
partnership, 75; his immaturity 
shown in his writings, 75; visits 
Liverpool, and begins to take 
opium, 79; runs up more debts in the 
Black Bull, and elsewhere, 79; his 
poems usually signed Northanger- 
land, 79; goes as tutor to Brough- 
ton-in-Fumess (1840), 79; Char- 
lotte begins to lose faith in him, 
describes him, 80; he writes to the 
Lake Poets, begging to see them, 
80; meets Hartley Coleridge at 
Ambleside, 80; shows him his 
translation of Horace, which Cole- 
ridge praises, 80; returns home, 80; 
another description of him, 80-1 ; 
makes friends with the new curate, 
Weightman, 82; becomes a clerk 
on the railway at Sowerbv Bridge, 
88; moved to LuddenJen Foot 
(1841), 89; feels lonely, drinks 
heavily, hears many local legends, 
89; he retells the stories to Emily at 
Haworth, 90; sufters from remorse, 
90; neglects his work, 90; his con- 
science touched by Charlotte’s 
school plan, no; he is dismissed 
from the railway, and returns home 
(1842), 123; has fits of repentance, 
but soon resumes his old life, 123-4; 
still writes poetry occasionally — 
one poem published in local paper, 
124; is with Weightman and Miss 
Brajawcll when they die, 125; Anne 
gets him a post at Thorp Green — 
his high spirits (1843), 126; he is 
partly restored in Charlotte’s fav- 
our, and she writes to him, 133-4; 
she is pleased with his progress at 
Thorp Green, 143; but his be- 
haviour there worries Anne, 151; 
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Bfonce, Patrick Branwell— 
he acts strangely during the sum- 
mer hohdays (1844), 151; becomes 
infatuated with Mrs. Robinson, 
157-8; is deceptively quiet at 
Christmas, 160; Anne’s fears for 
him increase, 163; comes back to 
Haworth for summer holidays 
(1845), 165; but returns to Thorp 
Green after a week, 165; sent home 
in disgrace, 167-8; collapses, drmks, 
has delirium tremens, 168; Char- 
lotte’s disgust, 169; she sends him 
to North Wales, 169; his morbid 
repmings, 169-71; Charlotte’s treat- 
ment of him, 1 71-2, 195, 203, 208- 
9, 213, 218; and Anne’s, 172-4, 
176-7, 197-8, 203; and Emily’s, 
179-83, 189, 203, 209, 216; his 
wretchedness, 196; his mfluence on 
his sisters, 188-92, 234-5; he begins 
a novel, 190-1; has particular auc- 
tion for Charlotte, but no strong 
feelings for Emily or Anne, 203, 
208; his relations with Mrs. Robin- 
son, 203-4; the death of Mr. 
Robinson raises his hopes, which 
are then dashed, 204-8; his health 
finally breaks down, complete 
moral collapse, 208; did he know 
about his sisters’ novels? 209; visit 
of sheriff’s officer to collect debts, 
213; tries to finish Morley Hall, 214; 
continues to pour out his woes 
about Mrs. Robmson (1847), 214- 
17, 255; his state determines Anne 
to write a novel with him held up 
as warning example, 221-2; no 
customary Christmas gift from 
Ellen, 230; his part in Wutheriti^ 
Heights, 232, 234-5, 238; Charlotte, 
with him in mind, writes of Ro- 
chester, the maniac, Mirabeau, 253- 
4; he has fainting fits at Hahfax and 
at home, and his cough gets worse, 
but his end is not foreseen, 254; 
Charlotte again complains of him, 
254-5; his condition deteriorates 


still further, 263-4; news of Mrs. 
Robinson’s impending marriage 
leaves him without hope, 265; last 
visit to Black Bull, 265-6; change 
of demeanour before death (1848), 
266; Charlotte on his hfe and death, 
266-7; resemblance between him 
and James Taylor, 310; memories 
of her Angrian game with Bran well 
sadden Charlotte, 306-7; she dunks 
of Bran well when she attacks 
Thackeray’s lecture on Fielding, 
328-9 

Bronte, The Rev. Patrick, i, 2, 5, 

d, 7 , 8, 9, 10, II, 12, 13, 14, 16, 19, 
22, 23, 26, 27, 30, 31, 32, 33, 34, 35, 
37, 38, 40, 41, 56, 59, d3, 64, 66, 72, 
73, 80, 82, 83, loi, 106, 107, ro8, 
109, III, 112, 123, 126, 127, 128, 
129, 139, 140, 144, 146, 150, 153, 
155, 157, 161, 165, 166, 167, 170, 

175, 179, 195, 197, 199, 205, 21 1, 

213, 216, 221, 223, 230, 232, 254, 

264, 265, 268, 271, 278, 279, 280, 

282, 287, 290, 291, 298, 299, 302, 

303, 306, 307, 311, 315, 316, 318, 

319, 320, 324, 325, 329, 330, 33 T, 
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Brookfield, Mrs., 296, 297 
Brookroyd (Birstall), 126, 144, 195, 
202, 212, 218, 230, 261, 281, 309, 
315, 316, 317, 320 
Broughton-m-Fumess, 79, 80 
Brown, John, 80, iii, 169, 175, 264, 
320 

Brown, Mrs. John, 298 
Brown, Martha, 80, 103, in, 123, 

175, 179, 311, 320, 325 

Brunty, i 

Brussels, 102, 107, 108, 109, no, in, 
112, 114, 115, 116, 119, 120, 121, 

122, 123, 126, 127, 128, 129, 13 1, 

134, 136, 137, 138, 141, 142, 143, 

144, 145, 146, 150, 156, 157, 160, 

161, 162, 165, 171, 175, 178, 179, 

197, 200, 201, 212, 249, 255, 294, 

317. 321 

Bryce, David, 73 
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Buckworth, John, 8 

Bull's Head, The (Bradford), 66 

Bunting, Jabez, 6, 233 

Burder, Mary, 7, 8, 9 

Burder, Mrs., 7, 8 

Bums, Robert, 40 

Byron, Lord, 40, 117, 215, 225, 253 

Cambridge, i, 108 
Camille, 311 
Campbell, Thomas, 40 
Carlyle, JaneWelsh, 296 
Carlyle, Thomas, 296 
Castaway, The, 52 
Castle Tavern (Holbom), 43 
Catholic Emancipation Bill, 19, 20 
Chambers, W. and R., 194 
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